The  maddened  cattle  were  rapidly  bearing  down  upon  Arietta.  Young  Wild  West  saw  hor  danger 
7*t.l£0  a  meteor  the  sorrel  darted  forward.  “Keep  cool,  Et!’  shouted  the  dashing  younv 
deadahot-  A  moment  later  he  reached  her  and  caught  her  about  tho  waist. 


pi 

BBBMB 

1 M'TO 

BABRY  E.  WOLFF,  PUBLISHER.  16«  WEST  XSD  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

No.  847. 

NEW  YORK,  JANUARY  10,  1919. 

Price  6  Cents 

I 


ihe.  dime,  novel  exchange 

Lock  Box  8 

Farnumsville,  Mass.  U.S.A. 


•  ‘ 


X  ' 


WILD  WEST 


A  Magazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  Etc.,  of  Western  Life 

Issued  Weekly — Subscription  price,  $3.00  per  year;  Canada,  $3.50;  Foreign,  $4.00.  Copyrighted  19,  by  Harry  E.  Wolff, 
Publisher,  166  ll’est  23d  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y.  Entered  as  Second-Class  Matter,  tyfccmfrer  8,  1911,  at  the 

Post-Office  at  New  York,  N.  Y.,  under  the  Act  of  March  3,  1871 


No.  847. 


NEW  YORK,  JANUARY  10,  1919 


Yoi  i  Wild  West  and  the  “Crotf 


OR- 


AND  the  cattle  stamp 


ovV  V 


By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


2C* 


CHAPTER  I. 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AT  CHAMPION  RANCH. 


“Well,  here  we  are  at  Champion  Range  again!  It  will  be 
a  little  change  for  us  up  here  in  Western  Nebraska,  for  it  is 
altogether  too  hot  down  in  Arizona  at  this  time  of  year.” 

The  speaker  was  Young  Wild  West,  the  Champion  Dead- 
shot  of  the  West.  He  was  mounted  on  his  spirited  sorrel 
stallion,  Spitfire,  and  the  remark  left  his  lips  as  he  came 
to  a  halt  in  front  of  a  neat-looking  ranch-house. 

His  words  were  addressed  to  his  two  partners,  Cheyenne 
Charlie  and  Jim  Dart,  and  three  girls,  all  of  whom  halted 
when  he  did. 

Two  of  the  girls  were  quite  young,  though  they  had  about 
grown  as  tall  as  they  would  ever  be,  and  one  was  probably 
in  the  neighborhood  of  twenty-five. 

The  latter  was  Anna,  the  wife  of  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

One  of  the  younger  girls  was  a  handsome  blonde  and  the 
other  a  brunette. 

The  blonde  was  Arietta  Murdock,  the  sweetheart  of  Young 
Wild  West,  and  the  brunette  had  promised  to  marry  Jim 
Dart  when  they  reached  the  proper  age. 

Young  Wild  West  was  the  best  known  young  hero  of  the 
Wild  West  that  has  ever  been  written  of.  He  was  but  a  boy 
in  years,  but  a  man  in  every  other  sense. 

Of  medium  height  and  weight,  with  the  figure  of  a  well- 
trained  athlete,  graceful  and  quick  as  lightning,  cool,  daring 
and  brave,  with  an  inclination  t:>  be  reckless  sometimes,  he 
was  the  ideal  boy  of  the  Great  West. 

He  owned  gold  and  silver  mines  outright  and  had  interests 
in  others.  His  two  partners,  Cheyenne  C..arlie  and  Jim 
Dart,  were  not  only  called  partners  because  they  were  in¬ 
terested  in  business  with  him,  but  because  they  were  his 
inseparable  companions. 

Champion  Ranch  v.as  situated  in -the  western  part  of  Ne- 
bra-ka,  not  far  from  Wyoming  on  the  west  and  Colorado  on 

the  south.  .  ,  ,  , ,  ,  . * 

At  the  time  of  which  we  write  the  country  in  that  section 

wa-  in  a  much  wilder  state  than  it  now  is. 

The  few  ranches  that  were  scattered  about  were  far 
apart  and  a  ride  of  a  hundred  miles  to  a  little  town,  where 
t/.ere  wa-  a  store,  was  nothing. 

Young  Wild  West  had  traded  a  ranch  in  Wyoming  for 
rharr  pion  Ranch,  ai  he  called  it,  and,  though  he  made  little 
*r  no  money  from  the  venture,  he  felt  that  it  was  nice  to 
bare  a  r<iar«-  of  hi*  own  to  come  to  when  he  felt  so  inclined. 

7 ;  oung  b<  adshot  and  hi«  partners  and  the  girls  traveled 
a  gnat  deal  around  the  West  and  Southwest,  principally 
for  tr.e  te  netit  and  advimture  they  derived  from  it. 

Young  ’>  Ud  Went  was  known  far  and  near  as  a  terror  to 
*vd  doem  and  the  champion  of  right. 


He  was  about  as  dashing  in  his  general  appearance  as  a 
boy  could  be,  for,  besides  being  handsome  in  face  and  figure, 
he  had  a  wealth  of  long  chestnut  hair  hanging  over  his 
shoulders,  and  as  he  invariably  wore  a  buckskin  hunting  suit 
that  was  elaborately  trimmed  with  scarlet  silk  fringe  he  had 
a  sort  of  distinguished  look. 

His  two  partners  wore  the  same  kind  of  attire  and  the 
girls  were  fitted  out  in  appropriate  costumes  for  the  outdoor 
life  they  led.  a  • 

They  were  all  armed,  and  the  girls  could  ride  and  shoot, 
too,  more  especially  Arietta,  who;  had  been  reared  on  the 
border  in  the  troublous  times  with  the  Indians. 

As  they  halted  at  the  ranch,  and  Young  Wild  West  made 
the  remarks  quoted  at  the  opening  of  our  stoiy,  they  all 
agreed  with  the  dashing  young  deadshot  that  they  wrere  glad 
to  get  there. 

Bud  Gregory,  the  foreman  of  the  ranch,  and  his  wife  were 
waiting  on  the  porch  to  greet  them,  and  soon  there  was 
much  handshaking  and  kisses  being  exchanged  by  the  ladies. 

“So  you  thought  you’d  come  around  an’  see  how  things 
was  on  ther  ranch,  hey?”  said  the  foreman.  “We  happened 
ter  catch  sight  of  yer  ther  minute  yer  come  over  ther  hill 
a  mile  down  ther  trail.  I  knowed  jest  who  yer  was  ther 
minute  I  seen  yer,  an’  I  jest  calls  the  old  woman  out  an’  tells 
her.” 

“Yes,  an’  ther  first  thing  what  I  recognized  was  them  two 
Chinamen  you’ve  got  with  you,”  spoke  up  the  foreman’s 
wife.  “You  don’t  see  many  Chinese  around  this  part  of  ther 
country,  an’  that  makes  ’em  more  apt  ter  be  noticed  when 
you  do  see  ’em.  I  could  tell  ’em  by  them  short  Mother  Hub¬ 
bard  coats  they’ve  got  on.” 

The  two  Chinamen  mentioned  were  Hop  and  Wing,  the 
servants  of  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends. 

They  had  brought  up  the  rear  of  the  party  as  it  came  to  a 
halt  in  front  of  tne  house,  and  they  still  sat  on  their  ponies, 
and  holding  the  halters  of  the  two  pack-horses  they  had 
been  leading. 

The  rest  had  all  dismounted,  of  course. 

“Look  at  ther  two  yaller  galoots!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne 
Charlie.  “They  set  there  jest  as  though  they  didn’t  know 
what  ter  do.  Git  down  there,  you  heathen!” 

The  pair  dismounted  in  a  hurry. 

“No  puttee  uppee  tent;  no  know  whattce  do,”  remarked 
the  fellow  called  Hop  in  a  squeaky  voice. 

“I  guess  you  know  what  to  do,”  observed  Young  Wild 
West.  “Get  the  pack-horses  unloaded  and  what  they  have 
been  carrying  in  the  storehouse  over  there.  Then  put  the 
horses  in  the  stable.” 

“Alice  light,  Misler  Wild;  me  understand  putty  quick  allee 
samce,”  and  the  Celestial  then  began  to  ring  in  Chinese. 

The  other  one,  however,  flow  to  obey  the  command. 
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There  was  nothing  about  him  that  would  suggest  anything 
smart,  but  she  showed  his  willingness  to  work. 

This  particular  Chinaman  was  nothing  more  than  the  aver¬ 
age  of  his  countrymen  that  come  across  the  Pacific  to  bet¬ 
ter  their  conditions  in  life. 

He  was  honest,  a  good  cook  and  willing  worker,  and  that 
was  all  that  could  be  expected  from  a  Chinese  servant,  or 
any  other  kind,  for  that  matter. 

Hop,  on  the  other  hand,  was  one  of  the  smartest  Chinamen 
ever  bora.  . 

He  has  his  faults,  too,  as  will  be  seen  later  on. 

He  was  a  sleight-of-hand  performer  of  no  mean  ability, 
but  to  look  at  him  one  would  think  that  he  was  even  more 
innocent  than  his  brother  Wing. 

He  followed  Wing  to  the  storehouse,  and  there  they  un¬ 
loaded  the  pack-horses. 

Bud  Gregory  called  his  darky  man  of  all  work  to  take  the 
horses  of  the  rest  of  the  party,  and  then  they  all  went  into 
the  house. 

It  was  just  a  trifle  after  twelve  o’clock  when  our  friends 
arrived  at  Champion  Ranch,  and  it  so  happened  that  the  fore¬ 
man  and  his  wife  had  not  yet  eaten  dinner,  as  they  in¬ 
variably  call  the  noon-day  meal  in  that  part  of  the  country. 

“I  reckon  ther  old  woman  will  soon  fix  up  enough  fur  all 
hands  ter  eat,”  Bud  Gregory  said.  “If  she  don’t  it  will  be 
mighty  funny.” 

“Oh,  I  guess  we’ll  make  out  all  right,”  replied  Young  Wild 
West.  “How  are  things  on  the  ranch,  Bud?” 

“Putty  fair,”  was  the  reply.  “But  we’ve  been  havin’  a 
little  diffikilty  ther  last  few  days  with  some  sheep-herders. 
A  galoot  named  Jerry  Hawkins  started  a  sheep  ranch  over 
ter  ther  east  of  us  a  month  or  so  ago,  an’  he’s  got  a  way  of 
lettin’  ther  blamed  sheep  git  over  on  our  range.  Sheep  eats 
ther  grass  so  clean  that  it  ain’t  apt  ter  sprout  up  ag’in,  an’ 
about  fifty  acres  of  our  grazin’  land  has  been  ruined  by  ’em. 
I’ve  seen  Hawkins  an’  talked  ter  him  about  it,  an’  all  ther 
answer  he  gives  is  that  our  cattle  git  over  on  him  sometimes, 
an’  nothin’  else  kin  be  expected  but  that  sheep  will  come 
over  on  us  now  an’  then.  He’s  a  regular  hog,  an’  he’s  got 
a  bad  set  of  men  workin’  fur  him.  Seven  of  our  cowboys 
quit  Saturday,  jest  on  account  of  ther  sheep-herders,  an’ 
I’ve  got  six  new  ones  avhat  jest  come  yisterday.” 

“Well,  boys,”  observed  the  dashing  young  deadshot,  as  he 
turned  to  his  partners,  “I  guess  we  just  struck  here  in  the 
right  time.  We’ll  soon  show  Hawkins  that  he  has  got  to 
keep  his  sheep  off  our  lands.  I  see  no  reason  why  our  cow¬ 
boys  can’t  keep  the  cattle  where  they  belong,  and  if  they 
can’t  do  it  we  will  hire  some  that  will.  Then  if  Hawkins 
and  his  herders  don’t  see  fit  to  keep  their  sheep  where  they 
belong  they  will  find  themselves  in  trouble.” 

Bud  Gregory  looked  pleased  when  he  heard  this. 

“I  knowed  you  would  soon  straighten  it  out  if  you  was 
here,”  he  said.  “Pm  awful  glad  you  come.” 

The  dinner  was  soon  prepared  by  Mrs.  Gregory,  and  then 
all  hands  sat  down  and  ate  as  only  people  with  good  appe¬ 
tites  can. 

The  fare  was  wholesome  and  well-suited  to  them,  so  there 
was  nothing  to  prevent  them  from  enjoying  it. 

After  dinner  Wild  went  over  the  accounts  with  Gregory 
and  found  that  there  was  very  little  profits  for  him  since  he 
had  been  there  last. 

Still  there  was  some  gain,  and  that  was  satisfactory  to 

him. 

Bud  was  making  a  good  living  out  of  it,  and  the  cowboys 
were  paid  good  wages,  so  they  were  getting  the  benefit  of 
it  anyhow. 

So  long  as  it  was  not  running  behind  Wild  was  satisfied. 

He  wanted  the  ranch  for  a  place  to  come  once  in  a  while, 
and  as  he  had  a  good  income  from  his  various  mining  ven¬ 
tures  he  was  pleased  to  let  it  be  that  way. 

Wild  knew  that  Gregory  was  thoroughly  honest,  and  when 
he  had  gone  over  the  books  and  found  them  correct  in  every 
dota  l  he  decided  to  take  a  ride  out  and  see  what  damage 
the  sheep  had  been  doing  to  the  cattle  range. 

He  called  Charlie  and  Jim,  and  leaving  the  girls  in  charge 
of  Mrs.  Gregory,  they  went  with  the  foreman  to  the  stable 
and  got  horses. 

Our  hero  and  his  partners  did  not  take  their  own  horses, 
as  they  were  tired,  but  as  there  were  plenty  there  belonging 
to  the  ranch  they  had  a  choice  of  what  they  wanted. 

There  was  nearly  a  thousand  cattle  on  Champion  Ranch, 
and  as  prices  were  expected  to  be  good  in  the  fall  there  was 
a  hope  of  making  some  money  when  tha  cattle  were  driven 
to  market. 


“I  guess  we  will  take  a  look  at  the  cowboys  first,”  said 
our  hero,  as  they  rode  away  from  the  barn.  “I  want  to  see 
the  six  new  fellows  you  hired,  Bud.” 

“All  right,”  was  the  foreman’s  reply.  “I  sent  them  out  to 
keep  -the  cattle  away  from  the  lands  of  Jerry  Hawkins,  an' 
ter  watch  that  his  sheep-herders  didn’t  let  ther  sheep  git 
over  on  us  any  more.  It’s  off  ter  ther  southwest  about  three 
miles.  Come  on.” 

The  four  were  soon  riding  in  that  direction. 

They  had  not  covered  more  than  two  miles  when  they  saw 
a  number  of  men  resting  under  the  shade  of  a  little  grove 
of  cottonwood  trees,  not  far  from  the  banks  of  the  Platte. 

There  were  about  a  dozen  of  them,  and  Wild  quickly  asked 
Bud  if  they  all  belonged  to  the  ranch. 

“No,”  was  the  reply,  as  the  foreman  shaded  his  eyes  with 
his  hand  and  took  a  look.  “If  I  ain’t  mistaken  there’s  some 
of  ther  sheep-herders  there,  talkin’  ter  them  new  cowboys. 
Thunder!  There’s  about  five  hundred  sheep  on  ther  range, 
too.  What  do  yer  think  of  that?  I  sent  them  galoots  out 
here  ter  stop  that  very  thing.” 

Our  hero  nodded  and  smiled. 

“If  they  can’t  stop  it  I  guess  I  will,”  he  answered.  “Come! 

I  am  in  a  sort  of  hurry  to  get  there.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  chuckled  and  looked  at  Jim  Dart. 

“I  reckon  there’s  goin’  ter  be  some  fun  putty  soon,”  he  ven¬ 
tured. 

“Quite  likely,”  was  the  reply. 

The  four  were  not  long  in  reaching  the  group  of  cotton¬ 
woods. 

The  men  sitting  under  the  trees  did  not  offer  to  get  up 
until  they  rode  up  and  halted. 

“Boys,  what  does  this  mean?”  Gregory  called  out.  “What 
are  yer  havin’  here,  a  little  picnic?” 

The  question  was  caused  by  the  appearance  of  a  couple  of 
stone  jugs  on  the  ground. 

That  the  jugs  contained  whisky  was  evident,  for  the  men 
were  all  more  or  less  under  the  influence  of  the  stuff. 

“Hello,  boss!”  called  out  one  of  the  cowboys.  “Have  a 
little  drink  with  us.  We’re  havin’  a  picnic  all  right.” 

Bud  saw  that  the  six  new  men  were  there,  and  also  that 
five  of  the  sheep-herders  were  with  them. 

Young  Wild  West  quickly  dismounted. 

“You  fellows  whftjwred  toVork  on  Champion  Ranch,  stand 
up!”  he  exclaimed.**'.,* 

They  all  got  up*  and  then  one  of  them  picked  up  a  jug 
and  said:  k 

“Ha\fe  a  drink,  young  feller?” 

Out  came  the  young  deadshot’s  revolver  in  a  hurry. 

Crack! 

He  fired  and  shattered  the  jug  and  the  contents  poured 
over  the  ground,  leaving  the  handle  and  part  of  the  jug  in 
the  man’s  hand. 

With  an  oath,  the  cowboy  hurled  the  part  he  held  at  the 
boy. 

But  Wild  dodged  it,,  and  then  springing  forward  quickly 
he  struck  him  a»blow  with  his  fist  and  sent  him  sprawling 
on  the  ground. 

“That’s  Young  Wild  West,  ther  owner  of  Champion  Ranch, 
boys!”  cried  Bud.  “You  had  better  look  out  what  you  do.”  j 

“Stand  still,  you  measly  coyotes!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  } 
Charlie,  pulling  a  revolver  from  his  belt:*  “I’ll  shoot  ther  i 
first  one  what  moves!”  i 

The  eleven  men  were  astounded. 

They  had  not  dreamed  of  anything  like  this  happening 
when  they  saw  Gregory  riding  up  with  the  strangers. 

Young  Wild  West’s  blood  was  up. 

He  saw  right  away  that  the  cowboys  were  rascals,  and 
that  they  had  become  on  friendly  terms  with  the  sheep- 
herders. 

That  meant  that  they  did  not  intend  to  look  after  the  in¬ 
terests  of  Champion  Ranch. 

The  fellow  he  had  knocked  down  sat  on  the  ground  and 
looked  at  him  in  a  dazed  way. 

“Do  you  want  any  more?  If  you  do  just  get  up  and  we’ll 
have  it  out.  Yt>u  would  have  given  me  a  nasty  cut  with 
that  piece  of  broken  jug  if  I  had  not  been  quick  enough  to 
dodge.  I  want  you  to  understand  that  the  men  who  work  on 
this  ranch  can’t  drink  tanglefoot  and  work  at  the  same  time. 

I  don’t  care  what  you  do  when  you  have  vour  time  off  but 
no  more  of  this!” 

“I  didn't  know  you  was  the  owner  of  ther  ranch,"  «n!d  the 
mnn,  as  he  got  up  slowly.  “But  since  you’ve  knocked  me 
down  I  reckon  it’s  my  duty  ter  lick  yer,  whether  yer  ewp 
ther  ranch  or  not.  If  I  git  discharged  fur  doin’  it  al\  right. * 
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“Oh,  you  will  never  get  discharged  for  whipping  me.  Don’t 
let  that  worry  you  any.  Just  say  when  you  are  ready.  I 
am  only  a  boy,  1  know,  but  I  reckon  1  can  whip  a  prairie 
schooner  load  of  such  galoots  as  you.  Sail  right  in  and 
show  what  you  are  made  of!” 

The  rest  looked  in  amazement  at  the  dashing  young  fel¬ 
low. 

He  had  such  a  cool  and  easy  way  about  him  that  they 
could  not  help  admiring  him,  in  a  certain  sense. 

“Lay  down  your  shooters,  an’  I’ll  lay  down  mine.  I  don’t 
want  ter  git  shot  if  I  lick  yer,  young  feller,”  said  the  cow¬ 
boy  who  had  been  knocked  down. 

“Certainly.  But  I  never  have  to  use  a  shooter  on  such  a 
galoot  as  you,  unless  it  is  to  trim  his  whiskers  or  something 
like  that.” 

The  man  promptly  threw'  his  revolver  and  knife  on  the 

ground. 

“I'm  what  they  call  a  tough  pill  ter  s waller!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  blustering.  “My  name  are  Jig-water  Ike,  an’  I  kin 
lick  my  weight  in  wildcats!” 

“Come  on,”  answered  Young  Wild  West,  as  he  handed  his 
revolvers  to  Jim  Dart.  “I’ll  make  you  think  you  have  struck 
more  than  your  weight  in  wildcats  before  I  get  through  with 
you,  I’ll  warrant.” 

They  faced  each  other  and  the  cowboys  and  sheep-herders 
quickly  formed  a  ring  about  them. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  stood  where  they  could 
watch  them  all,  their  revolvers  in  their  hands. 


CHAPTER  II. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  SHOWS  THAT  HE  MEANS  BUSINESS. 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  have  the  least  doubt  about  his 
being  able  to  whip  the  big  cowboy. 

“So  your  name  is  Jig-wrater  Ike,  is  it?”  he  said,  as  he  put 
out  his  left  hand  for  a  guard  and  stepped  lightly  toward  him. 

“That’s  what  my  name  are,”  was  the  reply.  “How  does 
that  feel,  young  feller?” 

He  struck  out  with  his  homy  right  fist  as  the  words  left 
his  lips,  missing  the  boy  by  over  a  foot. 

Spat! 

Wild  gave  him  a  smart  tap  on  the  nose  with  his  left  and 
then  stepped  back,  smilingly. 

The  young  deadshot  was  up  to  all  the  tricks  in  the  line 
of  boxing,  and  being  very  quick  and  cool  under  all  circum¬ 
stances,  it  would  have  been  hard  to  find  a  man  or  boy  to 
match  him  at  the  game,  especially  in  the  Wild  West,  where 
very  little  of  that  sort  of  fighting  was  indulged  in. 

Jig-water  Ike  was  surprised. 

It  was  evident  that  he  thought  the  reason  he  had  been 
knocked  down  at  the  start  was  because  he  had  not  been 
prepared  for  an  attack  of  that  kind. 

But  to  miss  striking  a  blow,  and  then  get  hit  on  the  nose, 
was  a  little  more  than  he  expected. 

“Come  on,”  said  Wild;  “I  guess  you  don’t  understand 
much  about  fighting,  do  you?  Come  right  at  me!  Wipe 
up  the  ground  with  me!  I  like  to  be  treated  that  way!” 

“I’ll  wipe  up  ther  ground  with  yer!”  roared  the  irate  cow¬ 
boy.  “I  won’t  leave  nothin’  but  a  greasespot,  either.” 

Then  he  made  a  savage  rush,  striking  out  with  both  hands. 

But  the  man  knew  notlrng  whatever  of  the  art  of  boxing. 

If  Wild  had  stood  still  and  not  warded  off  the  blows  he 
v.-r.-H  have  certainly  gone  down  before  that  rush. 

But  he  did  not  stand  there. 

He  was  not  going  to  take  the  chances  of  being  hit  by  the 
sledge-hammer  fists  of  the  cowboy. 

j;f.  *jdf>-=rtepped  and  ducked,  and  then,  as  his  assailant  was 
pa-  ing  him,  he  shot  out  a  straight  right  and  caught  him 
behind  the  ear. 

Down  went  the  cowboy  in  a  heap. 

It  hardly  seemed  possible  that  a  mere  boy  could  drop  a 
big  man  like  that. 

{jut  then  Young  Wild  West  was  as  big  as  the  average 
man,  and  then  wa;  not  the  least  doubt  about  his  being  as 

strong. 

But  coolne  and  good  judgment  are  what  counts. 

“Whooped"  yelled  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  Jig-water  Ike 
went  down  and  rolled  his  eyes  like  a  pig  that  had  just  re- 
6«fved  fl  thrust  with  a  knife.  “That’s  ther  way  ter  do  it, 
W/  J  I'rn  goin'  W  lick  ther  galoot  what  says  it  don’t  serve 
him  >*t  right!" 


The  cowboy  struggled  to  his  feet  and  steadied  himself. 

Wild  could  have  put  him  out  with  one  punch  just  then,  if 
he  had  wanted  to,  for  the  opening  was  clear. 

But  he  was  not  going  to  do  it. 

He  wanted  to  give  him  all  the  show  in  the  world,  and 
when  he  was  whipped  he  expected  to  hear  him  acknowledge 

it. 

Jig-water  Ike  made  another  rush  for  him,  swinging  both 
fists  like  a  regular  wind-mill  that  was  out  of  order. 

Wild  got  out  of  his  way  and  then  sent  him  down  with  a 
blow  between  the  eyes. 

“You  don’t  know  how  to  fight,  so  what  is  the  use?”  he 
said,  in  disgust.  “I  thought  first  off  that  you  was  going  to 
make  it  a  little  lively  for  me.  Is  there  any  one  else  here 
who  knows  how  to  handle  his  fists  any  better  than  you  do?” 

There  was  a  silence. 

But  presently  one  of  the  sheep-herders  looked  at  the  boy 
and  said: 

“You’re  putty  good  at  shootin’,  too,  I  reckon?  By  ther 
way  yer  smashed  that  whisky  jug  with  a  bullet,  yer  might 
know  somethin’  about  ther  game.” 

“Well,  I  do  know  something  about  it,  my  friend.  Just 
wait  until  Jig-water  Ike  gets  enough  and  I  will  show  you 
something  in  that  line.” 

“I’ve  got  enough!”  cried  out  the  defeated  cowboy,  and 
then  he  gave  a  groan  that  caused  Cheyenne  Charlie  to  burst 
into  a  laugh. 

“Poor  feller,”  said  the  scout;  “he’s  cryin’  fur  his  mammy.” 

But  the  taunt  had  no  effect  on  Jig-water  Ike.  He  had  all 
he  wanted  for  the  present,  and  he  knew  enough  to  keep 
still. 

The  sheep-herder  acted  as  though  he  might  be  a  crack 
shot. 

He  had  a  brace  of  revolvers  in  his  belt  that  were  silver- 
plated  and  fitted  with  pearl  handles. 

He  looked  more  like  a  cowboy  sport  than  he  did  like  a 
common  sheep-herder. 

“Are  you  a  pretty  good  shot?”  Wild  asked,  looking  at  him 
calmly. 

“I  reckon  I  am,”  was  the  reply.  “I  ain’t  braggin’  when  I 
say  I  kin  down  any  galoot  what  comes  along.  I’ve  Avon  more 
prizes  in  shootin’  matches  than  yer  kin  shake  a  stick  at.” 

“You  are  just  the  fellow  I  am  looking  for,  then.  I  am' 
known  as  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the  West.  I  am  like 
you,  for  I  don’t  believe  in  bragging,  but  I  never  yet  met  the 
man  who  could  beat  me  at  shooting.  Just  show  what  you 
can  do,  and  if  I  don’t  beat  you  I’ll  turn  the  title  I  hold  over 
to  you.” 

“You  never  heard  of  Deadshot  Pete,  did  yer?”  and  the 
sheep-herder  puffed  out  his  chest  with  a  show  of  pride. 

“No,  I  can’t  say  that  I  ever  did.” 

“Well,  that’s  me.  I’d  be  around  ther  big  towns  makin’ 
money  hand  over  fist  from  my  wonderful  shootin’,  if  it  wasn’t 
fur  one  thing.” 

“What  is  the  one  thing?” 

“Well,  I  sorter  got  mixed  up  in  a  bank  robbery  one  night 
an’  I  was  forced  ter  light  out  of  Denver  an’  work  fur  a 
livin’.  I  don’t  mind  telbn’  you  this  much,  though  I  wasn’t 
guilty  of  ther  charge  that  was  made  ag’in  me.  It  was  a 
case  of  sarcumstantial  evidence,  an’  that  meant  fur  me  ter 
quit  ther  town  or  go  ter  jail.  I  jest  quit.” 

“Oh,  I  see!  And  now  you  are  a  common  sheep-herder, 
looking  for  trouble.” 

“I  ain’t  lookin’  fur  trouble,  Yov.ni?  Wild  West.  I’m  only 
goin’  ter  show  yer  that  you  don’t  know  nothin’  about 
shootin’.” 

“Oh,  is  that  so?  Well,  just  walk  out  of  the  way  of  the 
galoots  you  are  standing  with,  and  we  will  see  who  is  the 
best  shot.” 

“What  do  yer  mean?” 

“Just  what  I  say,”  answered  the  young  deadshot,  coolly. 

“You  mean  fur  us  ter  shoot  at  each  other?” 

“Certainly.” 

“I  didn’t  mean  that  way.” 

“What  did  you  mean,  then?” 

“I  meant  that  we  would  shoot  at  a  mark  an’  see  who  was 
ther  best  shot.” 

“Is  that  so?  Well,  I  have  never  yet  met  the  man  I  was 
afraid  to  step  out  and  shoot  against-  and  shoot  to  kill,  too. 
But  if  you  want  to  shoot  at  a  mark,  why,  go  ahead  and  do 
it.  I’ll  beat  any  shot  you  make,  and  I  am  not  bragging, 
either,  as  1  said  before.” 

“All  right.  Do  yer  see  that  big  knot  on  that  tree  over 
there  ?” 
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“Yes,  I  see  it.” 

“Well  I’m  goin’  ter  stand  with  my  back  toward  it,  and 
when  you  count  three  I'll  turn  around  quick  an’  blaze  away 
at  it.  If  l  don’t  hit  it  you  kin  call  me  a  lame  coyote,  or  any¬ 
thing  else  yer  please.” 

“Well,  that  would  be  a  pretty  good  shot;  go  ahead!  Let 
me  see  you  do  it.” 

The  tree  that  had  the  knot  to  which  the  man  referred  was 
about  twenty  feet  distant. 

The  knot  itself  was  about  five  inches  in  diameter,  so  it  was 
a  pretty  big  target,  after  all. 

But  if  Deadshot  Pete,  as  he  called  himself,  turned  and 
fired  quickly,  and  then  hit  it,  it  would  be  quite  a  decent  shot, 
since  he  would  have  to  fix  the  range  in  his  mind  before  he 
turned  his  back  to  it  and  really  shoot  from  memory. 

Everybody  got  out  of  the  way  and  the  sheep-herder  faced 
the  knot  for  a  few  seconds. 

Then  he  turned  around,  his  revolver  in  his  hand,  and 
looked  at  Young  Wild  West. 

“One — two — three!”  Wild  called  out  quickly. 

Deadshot  Pete  swung  around,  waited  a  second  and  then 
pulled  the  trigger. 

Crack! 

As  the  report  rang  out  one  of  the  sheep-herders  ran  to 
the  tree. 

“He  hit  it!”  was  the  cry  that  came  from  him.  That  was 
a  shot  what  can’t  be  beat.” 

Wild  and  his  partners  walked  over  and  found  that  the  bul¬ 
let  had  hit  the  knot,  but  pretty  close  to  the  left  edge  of  it. 

Still,  the  man  had  done  what  he  said  he  would  do,  and 
that  was  pretty  good. 

“If  I  do  that  you  will  think  I  am  about  as  good  as  you  are 
at  shooting,”  Wild  said  to  the  marksman. 

“I  reckon  I  will,”  was  the  reply,  and  the  sheep-herder 
folded  his  arms  across  his  stomach  and  looked  as  proud  as 
an  Indian  with  his  first  eagle  feathers. 

“All  right.  I’ll  try  pretty  hard  to  do  as  good  as  that. 
Was  you  shooting  at  the  center  of  the  knot  when  you  fired?” 

“Of  course.  I  aimed  as  near  the  center  as  I  could.  That’s 
the  way  any  one  shoots  when  they’re  trying  to  hit  the  target.” 

“Well,  I  didn’t  know  but  that  you  were  trying  to  hit  the 
outside  of  the  knot.  I  am  going  to  shoot  for  the  center  of  it, 
where  that  little  gnarl  is.” 

Then  the  dashing  young  ranch-owner  stepped  to  the  exact 
spot  that  Deadshot  Pete  had  fired  from  and  asked  him  to 
count  three. 

Wild  held  his  revolver  with  the  muzzle  pointing  at  the 
ground.  « 

“One — two — three !  ” 

The  sheep-herder  counted  as  quickly  as  he  had  done,  and 
Wild  swung  around  gracefully,  his  revolver  going  up  over 
his  head  at  the  same  time. 

But  the  very  instant  he  was  facing  the  tree  it  came  down 
on  a  level  with  a  quick  jerk. 

Crack! 

It  was  a  quicker  shot  than  Deadshot  Pete  had  made,  and 
they  all  knew  it. 

The  same  man  who  had  rushed  over  to  note  the  result  be¬ 
fore  quickly  announced  that  the  bullet  had  hit  in  the  center 
of  the  knot. 

Deadshot  Pete  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  reckon  you  kin  shoot  as  good  as  me,  Young  Wild 
West,”  he  said. 

“Do  you  think  so?”  was  the  reply. 

“Yes,  I  feel  sartin  of  it.” 

“But  I  hold  the  title  of  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the 
West,  you  know.” 

“Then  yer  ought  ter  heat  a  feller  like  me.” 

“I  think  I  can  beat  you.  I  am  going  to  try,  anyhow.” 

Wild  looked  around  for  something  to  shoot  at. 

He  wanted  to  surprise  the  cowboys  and  sheep-herders. 

One  of  the  sheep-herders  had  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  he 
was  puffing  away  like  a  good  fellow. 

It  was  an  old-time  shot,  but  it  always  left  a  good  im¬ 
pression  with  those  who  saw  it,  so  our  hero  decided  to  shoot 
at  the  pipe. 

"See  if  you  can  do  this,”  he  said,  coolly,  as  he  turned 
around  and  faced  the  unsuspecting  man  with  the  pipe. 

Up  went  his  hand,  and  then  down  came  the  revolver  on  a 
line  with  the  bowl  of  the  pipe. 

Crack! 

The  shot  was  so  unexpected  that  the  man  kept  hold  of 
the  stem  with  his  teeth,  but  the  bowl  had  vanished. 


“Wow!”  ci’ied  the  sheep-herder,  as  he  took  the  stem  from 
his  mouth  and  held  it  in  his  hand. 

“Thunder!”  exclaimed  Deadshot  Pete.  “I  wouldn’t  try 
that  on  my  best  friend.  I’m  a  deadshot,  but  I  wouldn’t  risk 
hittin’  a  feller  like  that  unless  I  d  dn't  care  whether  he  went 
under  or  not.  You’re  a  winner,  Young  Wild  West!” 

“All  right.  I  am  glad  you  think  so.  Now,  I  am  coming 
down  to  business.  Bud  Gregory  tells  me  that  there  has  been 
trouble  about  your  sheep  coming  over  on  our  cattle  range 
for  the  past  few  days.  I  want  that  stopped.” 

“I  reckon  you’ll  have  ter  see  Boss  Hawkins,  then.  He 
owns  ther  sheeD,  an’  it’s  his  orders  ter  let  ’em  come  over.” 

Ali  right.  ?  o  much  for  you  fellows.  Now  I  want  to  talk 
to  tne  men  Buck  hired  to  look  after  my  interests.” 

Looking  at  Jig-water  Ike,  he  continued: 

“Do  you  like  your  job  here?” 

“Yes,  as  well  as  any  I  ever  had,”  was  the  reply. 

“How  about  the  rest  of  you?” 

He  cast  a  sweeping  glance  at  the  others  as  he  spoke. 

They  all  hastened  to  assure  him  that  they  were  perfectly 
satisfied  with  their  job. 

“Well,  if  that  is  the  case,”  said  Wild,  “I  want  you  to  get 
those  sheep  off  my  property  in  a  hurry.  Get  right  at  them, 
and  it  makes  no  difference  where  you  drive  them,  so  long 
as  they  get  off  our  grazing  grounds.” 

Then  he  looked  over  at  the  sheep-herders,  who  were  now 
grouped  together,  and  resumed: 

“You  fellows  take  my  advice  and  look  after  your  sheep. 
You  can  tell  your  boss  that  he  has  got  to  keep  his  sheep  off 
this  range,  or  bullets  will  be  apt  to  fly!” 


CHAPTER  III. 

’ * _ ,  CHINAMAN,  THE  DARKEY  AND  THE  WHISKY. 

There  was  no  mistaking  what  the  dashing  young  deadshot 
said,  and  the  men  who  heard  it  showed  that  they  understood. 

As  they  started  for  the  horses  one  of  the  cowboys  made  a 
move  to  pick  up  the  remaining  jug. 

Crack ! 

Wild  fired  and  shattered  it. 

There  was  not  much  in  it  at  the  time,  but  what  there  was 
soaked  into  the  ground  in  a  hurry. 

“No  whisky  on  this  ranch  during  working  hours,  boys,” 
he  said,  coolly.  “Please  remember  that.” 

It  was  plain  that  they  would  have  liked  to  resent  the 
treatment  they  had  received,  but  they  were  afraid. 

They  all  rode  off  in  a  bunch,  and  a  little  way  out  they 
separate  and  scattered. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  two  partnei’s  rode  along  behind 
them,  with  the  foreman. 

“I  guess  we  won’t  be  over  a  couple  of  days  in  settling  this 
business,”  our  hero  observed.  “If  the  sheep  get  on  us  again 
I  will  go  over  and  have  a  talk  with  Hawkins,  I'll  let  him 
know  that  business  is  business,  I’ll  bet!” 

After  they  saw  that  the  sheep  were  driven  to  their  own  ter¬ 
ritory,  which  took  about  an  hour,  for  they  were  very  ob¬ 
stinate,  they  turned  to  take  a  ride  around  and  view  the 
cattle  that  were  grazing  in  the  distance. 

Wild  knew  it  would  be  necessary  to  discharge  the  six  new 
men,  but  he  decided  to  wait  and  see  just  how  they  meant 
to  act. 

He  was  quite  certain  that  they  disliked  him  now,  and  as 
they  were  no  doubt  men  without  much  principle,  it  was 
pretty  certain  that  they  would  want  to  get  square’  for  the 
thrashing  Jig-water  Ike,  their  leader,  had  received  at  the 
hands  of  Wild. 

“I’ll  attend  to  them  when  the  time  comes,”  he  said.  “I 
just  want  them  to  go  ahead  and  see  how  far  thev  will  go. 
They  are  friends  of  the  sheep-herders,  and  they  onlv  came 
here  to  work  in  the  interest  of  the  sheep  range.  What  l 
have  seen  this  afternoon  proves  that.  I  will  fix  Mr  Jig- 
water  Ike,  and  there  won’t  be  any  mistake  about  it!” 

M  ell,  I  reckon  I  would  have  discharged  ’em  right  on  ther 
spot,  if  you  hadn’t  been  with  me  when  we  catched  ’em  under 
them  tiees,  an  ther  sheep  eatin  our  grass  clean  ter  ther 
roots,  answered  Gregory. 

“And  if  you  had  the  chances  are  that  thev  would  have 
gone  to  work  for  Jerry  Hawkins  before  the  day  was  out,* 
spoke  up  Jim  Dart. 

‘‘Saitin!’’  echoed  the  scout. 
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A  thousand  head  of  cattle  grazing  on  the  broad  prairie  is 
a  pleasing  sight,  and  when  Young  Wild  West  came  in  sight 
et  tr.e  big  herd  he  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction. 

^'°-v  to  be  in  tine  order,  Bud,”  he  said.  “I  guess 

we  will  strike  it  all  right  this  fall.” 

“I  reckon  you’ll  have  a  chance  ter  say  that  ther  ranch 
pays  after  we  git  rid  of  that  lot,”  Bud  answered. 

But  if  Hawkins’  sheep  eats  all  ther  grass  off  I  reckon 
ther  cattle  won’t  be  as  fat  as  they  oughter  be,”  the  scout 
put  in. 

“I'd  guarantee  that  Hawkins’  shfeep  won’t  do  much  more 
damage  than  they  have  already,”  Wild  declared. 

They  rode  around  to  the  herd  and  had  a  talk  with  several 
cowboys,  who  had  been  employed  at  the  ranch  when  our 
friends  last  visited  it,  and  as  they  all  knew  Young  Wild 
West  £uid  his  partners,  they  were  delighted  to  see  them. 

Then  they  rode  back  to  the  ranch  and  found  the  girls 
helping  Mrs.  Gregory  about  the  house. 

It  was  something  new  for  the  girls,  but  they  knew  how 
to  go  ahead  and  do  housework,  and  they  insisted  on  helping, 
because  they  knew  their  coming  had  flustered  the  good 
woman  somewhat. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  when  the  work 
was  all  done,  and  then  the  girls  made  Mrs.  Gregory  come 
out  on  the  veranda  and  sit  and  talk  with  them. 

Wild  and  his  partners  were  there,  taking  things  easy. 

“Where  is  the  funny  Chinee,  who  can  do  such  wonderful 
tricks?”  the  foreman’s  wife  asked,  looking  around  and  not 
seeing  h;m  anywhere  about.  “The  other  one  is  in  the 
kitchen  fixin’  up  something  good  for  supper,  he  says.  1 
know  he’s  a  wonderful  cook,  so  that’s  why  I  let  him  go  ahead. 
He  wanted  to  do  it,  and  I  couldn’t  say  no,  because  I  like  to 
eat  what  others  cook  once  in  a  while,  and  it  is  seldom  I  get 
the  chance.” 

“I  wonder  where  Hop  can  be?”  remarked  Arietta.  “I 
haven’t  seen  him  since  you  all  rode  away  to  have  a  look  at 
the  cattle.” 

“Where  is  your  soon,  Bud?”  Wild  asked,  turning  to  the 
foreman. 

“That’s  more’n  I  know,”  was  the  reply.  “Like  as  not  Hop 
has  got  him  somewhere  playin’  cards  fur  money.  That 
darky  can’t  help  gamblin’  whenever  he  gits  ther  chance,  it 
seems.” 

“Well,  he  knows  better  than  to  gamble  with  Hop,”  Wild 
answered.  “I  warned  him  not  to  do  it  the  last  time  we  were 
here.” 

“Wamin’s  don’t  do  that  boy  no  good,”  and  Gregory  shook 
his  head.  “He  ain’t  got  ther  sense  he  was  bom  with,  any¬ 
how.  I  never  seen  sich  a  dumb  galoot  as  Bolivar  is.” 

“I  reckon  I’ll  go  an’  look  ’em  up,”  observed  the  scout,  as 
he  arose  and  walked  around  to  the  rear  of  the  house. 

Charlie  knew  just  about  where  to  look  for  the  Chinaman 
and  darky,  providing  they  really  were  indulging  in  a  gam¬ 
bling  game. 

He  put  out  for  the  little  out-building  where  the  broken 
harness  and  tools  not  in  use  were  kept. 

As  he  neared  it  he  gave  a  nod,  and  a  grin  overspread  his 
tanned  face. 

He  heard  the  sound  of  voices,  and  one  of  them  was  un¬ 
questionably  that  of  Hop  Wah. 

The  scout  walked  lightly  and  soon  reached  the  side  of  the 
building,  where  there  was  a  small  window. 

The  panes  of  glass  were  broken  out  of  the  window,  but 
there  was  an  old  "blanket  hanging  over  it. 

While  Charlie  could  not  see  what  was  going  on  inside,  he 
could  hear  plainly. 

“Bat  velly  goodie  tanglefoot,  Misler  Bolivar;  me  likee 
havee  some  more,  allee  samee,”  he  heard  Hop  say. 

“ Yo’  kin  bet  dat  am  good  stuff,”  the  voice  of  the  darky 
an  “Jig-water  Ike,  one  of  de  new  cowboys,  done  give 

rr.‘  dat  bottl IT'  say  if  me  no  tell  Mister  Gregory  ’bout 
<!■■  liquor  he  done  give  me  some  more.  Jig-water  Ike  an’ 
h.rn  pards  fetch  ten  gallons  of  de  pure  stuff  over  wid  ’em 
v. '  <  n  d»  v  corne  to  work  from  Hot  Shot  town.  Dey  hide  it  in 
,1  boldin',  'cause  I  done  tell  dem  dat  it  was  jest  de  best 
p  a/  e.  Nobody  come  in  here  much  at  dis  time  of  de  year.” 

"Lat  veil  ,  nicee  tanglefoot  allee  samee,  so  be.” 

“7 V-r  tv. o  galoot,  is  gittin’  drunk,  I  reckon,”  muttered  the 
jeout,  under  his  breath.  “I'll  jest  spoil  their  little  game.” 

He  left  the  '  indow  and  walked  around  to  the  door,  which 
h*  found  open  a  few  inche®. 

Hop  wa*  in  the  act  of  handing  a  bottle  to  the  darky,  after 

fcrr.t  taking  a  long  pull  at  it. 


Charlie  drew  bis  revolver  and  fired  it  in  the  air. 

Bolivar  let  go  the  bottle  and  uttered  a  yell. 

It  fell  to  the  floor,  but  before  it  could  become  emptied  of 
its  contents  Hop  grabbed  it  up. 

“Misler  Charlie!”  he  cried,  as  he  saw  the  scout’s  face  at 
the  door.  “Comee  havee  lillee  dlink.” 

The  Chinaman  was  so  used  to  being  interrupted  in  his 
little  picnics  by  Wild  and  his  partners  that  he  had  learned  to 
be  ready  for  them. 

Charlie  could  not  help  grinning  at  the  bland  way  of  Hop. 

The  truth  was  that  he  did  feel  like  having  a  “Idle  dlink” 
just  then,  and  he  hesitated. 

The  darky  had  now  recovered,  and  he  sat  blinking  at  the 
scout. 

Charlie  stepped  into  the  building  and  took  the  bottle  from 
Hop. 

“I  reckon  I  will  take  a  drop,”  he  observed,  and  he  did  so. 

Then  he  put  the  cork  in  the  bottle  and  started  out. 

“Where  you  go,  Misler  Charlie?”  asked  Hop. 

“I’m  goin’  ter  let  Wild  know  that  there’s  liquor  hid  here,” 
was  the  reply.  “If  you  ain’t  too  drunk  I  reckon  you’d  better 
come  around  to  ther  front  porch.  Mrs.  Gregory  wants  yer 
to  do  some  tricks  in  magic.” 

“Allee  light,”  and  the  Chinaman  started  after  him. 

The  fact  was  that  the  Chinaman  and  darky  had  not  been  in 
the  out-building  very  long. 

Hop  had  been  trying  for  over  an  hour  to  get  Bolivar  into 
some  kind  of  gambling  game,  but  the  dai’ky  would  not 
have  it. 

Anyhow,  he  had  very  little  money,  and  when  Hop  learned 
that  he  ceased  coaxing  him. 

After  Bolivar  had  finished  the  work  he  had  to  do  he  had 
hinted  that  there  was  whisky  close  by. 

That  was  sufficient  to  make  Hop  become  very  much  in¬ 
terested. 

Tire  result  was  that  the  darky  had  taken  him  to  the  out¬ 
house,  and  Charlie  came  along  just  as  they  were  getting  in¬ 
terested. 

When  the  scout  came  around  to  the  front  of  the  house 
with  the  bottle  in  his  hand  Young  Wild  West  gave  a  nod. 

“Whisky,  eh?”  he  remarked.  “So  that  was  what  was  keep¬ 
ing  Hop,  was  it?” 

“I  reckon  that’s  right,  Wild,”  answered  Charlie.  “I  found 
ther  two  galoots  in  ther  little  buildin’  what  stands  a  little 
ways  back  of  ther  house.  They  was  jest  enjoyin’  this  bot¬ 
tle.  Yer  all  heard  me  shoot,  didn’t  yer?” 

“Yes,  and  I  knew  what  it  meant  pretty  well,  so  that  is  the 
reason  we  didn’t  run  around  to  see  what  caused  it.” 

“Well,  Hop  was  kind  enough  ter  ask  me  ter  have  a  drink, 
so  I  took  one.  It’s  mighty  good  stuff,  too.  Ther  darky  says 
as  how  Jig-water  Ike  an’  his  pards  brought  a  whole  lot  of  it 
with  ’em  when  they  come  over  from  Hot  Shot.  It’s  hid  in 
ther  out-house,  where  I  found  these  two  galoots.” 

Hop  and  Bolivar  were  there  now,  so  Charlie  simly  waved 
his  head  at  them. 

“Is  that  a  fact?”  Bud  Gregory  demanded,  jumping  to  his 
feet  and  looking  hard  at  the  darky. 

“Dat  am  a  fact,  Mister  Gregory,”  retorted  Bolivar,  not 
much  abashed.  “Jig-water  Ike  done  give  me  dat  bottle  full 
of  de  whisky,  so  you  can’t  blame  me  fur  keepin’  still  about 
it.  A  bottle  of  good  licker  is  a  whole  lot  to  a  poor  nigger, 
you  know.” 

Bolivar  looked  so  innocent  when  he  said  this  that  those 
who  heard  him  could  not  help  laughing. 

“Jest  you  show  me  where  the  rum  is  that  Jig-water  Ike 
brought  here,”  said  the  foreman,  angrily.  “Hurry  up,  now! 
If  yer  don’t  show  me  it  right  away  I’ll  pull  your  kinky  wool 
out  by  ther  roots!” 

“I  show  yo’,  boss,”  answered  the  frightened  darky,  and 
he  quickly  led  the  way  to  the  out-house. 

Hop  smiled  blandly,  as  he  watched  them  going  away. 

“Me  velly  solly  lat  tanglefoot  found  on  um  place,”  he  said, 
shaking  his  head,  sadly.  “Me  no  likee  um  tanglefoot  so  close 
by.” 

’“Shut  up,  yer  almond-eyed  galoot!”  cried  the  scout.  “You 
mean  that  you’re  very  sorry  that  it  was  found  out  that  yer 
had  it  there.” 

“No,  no,  Misler  Charlie,  me  no  likee. 

Mrs.  Gregory  really  thought  that  he  meant  it. 

“He  is  a  temperate  Chinaman,”  she  remarked  to  Arietta. 
“I  am  sorry  that  Bolivar  induced  him  to  drink  any  of  ther 
liquor.” 
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“He  doesn’t  need  any  inducing,”  was  the  girl’s  i*eply. 
“Don’t  for  an  instant  think  that  way,  Mrs.  Gregory.” 

“is  that  so?  Why,  he  is  so  innocent  in  his  ways  that  one 
would  not  think  there  was  any  deceit  about  him.” 

“He  kin  lie  ther  legs  off  an  iron  pot!”  exclaimed  Charlie. 
‘H  ’s  jest  about  ther  worst  galoot  what  ever  wore  a  pig¬ 
tail.” 

iiop  instantly  assumed  an  injured  air. 

“Alisler  Charlie  no  likee  poor  Chinee,”  he  said.  “Me  velly 
ruchee  goodee  Chinee,  me  go  to  um  Sunday  school  in  ’Flisco, 
and  me  be  velly  goodee.” 

Gregoiy  and  the  darky  came  back  just  then,  and  they  had 
the  whisky  with  them. 

’there  were  lour  demijohns,  and  how  the  cowboys  had  man¬ 
aged  to  smuggle  it  there  no  one  knew. 

“What  are  yer  goin’  ter  do  with  it,  Wild?”  asked  the  fore¬ 
man. 

“Give  it  to  the  owners  when  we  discharge  them,”  was  the 
reply.  “I  suppose  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  destroy  the 
demijohns  and  let  the  whisky  run  in  the  ground,  but  since 
they  brought  it  they  may  as  well  have  it.  One  thing,  though, 
they  won’t  have  the  pleasure  of  drinking  it  on  this  ranch.” 

The  confiscated  liquor  was  placed  in  a  closet  and  locked  up. 

Gregory  put  the  key  in  his  pocket  and  declared  that  it 
would  be  safe  there. 

“Now,  Hop,”  said  Young  Wild  West,  when  the  whisky  was 
safe  under  lock  and  ke.y,  “if  you  are  sober  enough  you  can 
perform  a  nice  little  trick  for  Mrs.  Gregory.  I  will  let  you 
V>ff  this  time,  but  if  I  hear  tell  of  you  drinking  whisky  ag’in 
on  these  premises  I  am  going  to  shoot  out  your  eye-teeth. 
Do  you  hear?” 

“Me  undelstand,  Misler  Wild.  Me  never  dlink  no  more 
tanglefoot;  me  no  likee;  niggee  man  say  dlink,  so  me  dlinkee; 
me  no  likee.” 

“Oh,  it  can’t  be  that  he  is  telling  a  lie,”  the  foreman’s 
wife  declared.  “I  never  heard  a  man  talk  that  way  when  he 
was  telling  an  untruth.” 

“Well,  what  I  told  you  was  right,  though,  Mrs.  Gregory,” 
said  Arietta. 

Fop  smiled  sadly  and  shook  his  head. 

“Now  me  makee  nicee  lille  tlick,”  he  observed,  brightening 
up,  as  though  the  incident  was  closed. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HOP  PERFORMS  A  TRICK  AND  THEN  HAS  ONE  PLAYED  ON  HIM. 

All  hands  grew  interested  at  once,  especially  the  foreman’s 
wife. 

“Me  havee  uncle  in  China  who  velly  gleat  mandarin,”  said 
Hop,  smiling  at  his  audience.  “He  velly  rnuchee  smartee 
man,  and  me  allee  samee  likee  him.  Me  do  nicee  tlicks.” 

“Well,  go  ahead  and  do  something,  and  never  mind  about 
your  uncle,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “You’re  always 
tryin’  ter  say  somethin’  about  an  uncle  in  China,  when  ther 
fact  is  that  yer  never  had  an  uncle,  or  anything  else  in  ther 
line  of  a  relative.  I  don’t  believe  yer  know  whether  yer  was 
ever  bom  or  not.  Chinamen  ain’t  born  like  other  people, 
anyhow;  they  grow  on  treed,  same  as  sour  apples  an’ 
quinces.” 

“Misler  Charlie  makee  velly  big  mistake,”  answered  Hop, 
looking  at  Mrs.  Gregory  and  putting  on  an  injured  air. 

“Maybe  you  have,  Charlie,”  said  the  woman,  turning  to  the 
scout.  “Don’t  hurt  his  feelings.” 

“All  right;  I  won’t  hurt  his  feelin’s,  then,”  and  Charlie 
chuckled. 

Hop  grinned. 

He  was  very  much  pleased  to  know  that  the  good  woman 
sympathized  with  him  so  strongly. 

All  hands  were  now  sitting  on  the  porch,  so  Hop  walked 
out.  on  the  ground  and  faced  them. 

He  was  going  to  perform  a  trick  in  magic  now,  and  he 
wanted  them  all  to  see  it. 

‘Me  likee  havee  lillee  help,”  and  then  he  looked  at  Bolivar 
and  nodded  for  him  to  come  forward. 

The  darky  obeyed  rather  gingerly. 

He  acted  as  though  he  was  just  the  least  bit  afraid  of  the 
Ch  i  narnan. 

Wild  knew  very  well  that  Hop  meant  to  make  the  darky  a 
victim  of  the  trick  he  was  going  to  perform. 

While  there  was  no  doubt  but  that  it  would  be  mystifying 


to  the  foreman  and  his  wife,  there  would  be  a  laugh  on 
Bolivar. 

Hop  was  always  ready  to  perform  feats  in  magic. 

He  carried  no  end  of  chemicals  and  small  articles  in  hi« 
pockets  that  were  the  means  of  making  wonderful  effects. 

And  as  his  hands  were  quicker  than  the  eyes  of  those  who 
watched  him,  he  had  no  trouble  in  deceiving  people. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  had  seen  him  do  so  many 
tricks  that  they  were  surprised  at  nothing  he  did. 

Wild  knew  just  how  he  did  some  of  them,  for  they  were 
very  simple.  * 

Just  what  the  Celestial  meant  to  do  now  they  did  not 
know’,  but  our  friends  felt  confident  that  he  w’ould  not  per¬ 
form  anything  that  was  new  to  them. 

But  that  made  no  difference;  it  was  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs. 
Gregory,  anyhow. 

But  the  fact  was  that  Hop  was  trying  hard  to  do  some¬ 
thing  that  would  get  the  best  of  all.  hands.  Wild  included. 

He  finally  decided  on  something. 

“Me  likee  havee  quart  of  flour  in  um  pan,”  he  said,  nod¬ 
ding  at  the  foreman’s  wife. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply;  “you  shall  have  it.” 

“Are  you  going  to  make  bread,  Hop?”  Arietta  asked. 

He  shook  his  head. 

“Me  makee  velly  nicee  lillee  tlick,”  was  all  he  answ’ered. 

Mrs.  Gregory  brought  out  the  flour  in  no  time. 

Hop  thanked  her  and  placed  the  pan  on  the  ground  near  at 
•hand. 

“You  watchee  and  see  flour  no  go  ’way  allee  samee  putty 
quick,”  he  remarked  to  the  darky. 

“I  done  guess  dat  it  will  stay  dar,  Mister  Hop,”  was  the 
reply.  “Nobody  come  and  take  it.” 

“Allee  light;  you  v’atchee.” 

So  Bolivar  sat  dowm  beside  it  and  made  up  his  mind  that 
if  anyone  came  and  took  the  pan  of  flour  they  would  have 
to  take  him  with  it. 

Hop  now  took  the  big  yellow’  silk  handkerchief  he  always 
carried  from  his  pocket. 

It  wTas  a  yard  square,  and  had  no  doubt  cost  three  or  four 
dollars.  Just  no\y  it  was  pretty  clean,  and  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  could  not  help  making  a  remark  to  that  effect. 

The  Chinaman  took  from  his  pocket  what  appeared  to  be  a 
round  piece  of  w’ood  that  w’as  about  six  inches  long  and  a 
trifle  smaller  at  one  end  than  at  the  other. 

It  w'as  not  more  than  six  inches  in  length  and  did  not  look 
to  be  anything  more  than  an  ordinary  piece  of  wood  cut  in  a 
round  shape. 

Hop  calmly  took  it  and  slowly  began  to  stretch  it. 

It  kept  lengthening  until  it  W’as  nearly  three  feet  in  length, 
w’hile  the  foreman  of  the  ranch  and  his  w’ife  looked  on  with 
bulging  eyes. 

There  w’as  nothing  remarkable  about  it,  though,  for  it  was 
simply  a  jointed,  hollow  rod. 

“I  reckon  that  ain’t  much  of  a  trick,”  observed  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

“Velly  nicee  stickee,”  retorted  Hop,  smiling  blandly. 

Then  he  held  it  up,  so  all  might  view  it,  after  which  he 
proceeded  to  wrap  the  handkerchief  around  the  stick. 

He  got  it  entirely  concealed  from  view,  and  then  he  plant¬ 
ed  the  big  end  in  the  ground. 

“What  are  yer  goin’  ter  do  now’?”  asked  Gregory. 

“Me  makee  nicee  lillee  parasol,”  was  the  reply. 

“A  woman's  umbrella,  hey?” 

Hop  nodded. 

Then  he  calmly  took  hold  of  the  handkerchief  at  the  top 
of  the  stick  and  slowdy  pulled  it  up. 

Suddenly  ho  gave  a  quick  jerk  and  the  handkerchief  was 
crushed  up  in  his  hand  and  an  open  parasol  of  the  Japanese 
sort  was  disclosed  sticking  in  the  ground. 

Mis.  Gregory  leaped  forward  and  uttered  an  exclajnation 
of  delight. 

“That  is  what  I  call  wonderful!"  she  exclaimed.  “How  did 
he  ever  do  it . 


i  i  rec,kon  nobo<iv  knows  but  himself."  answered  her  hus- 
aml;  ^o  was  as  much  surprised  as  she  was.  “Hop  is  ther 
greatest  Chinee  what  ever  sailed  over  ther  big  ocean!" 

“Me  allee  samee  likee  my  uncle,  who  velly  muchoo 
smartee.”  observed  Hop,  modestly.  *  nruenee 

The  foreman’s  wife  picked  un 
around.  'he  ^ 

It  was  a  very  lightly  constructed  affair,  as  might  be  sup- 
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postal,  since  it  had  been  inside  the  sectional  hollow  stick  and 
doubled  into  many  parts, 

She  gave  it  back  to  Hop,  who  wanted  to  keep  it  for  future 
exhibitions,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  make  it  disappear. 

It  was  only  a  minute  when  he  had  it  in  his  hand,  so  that 
not  the  least  semblance  of  a  parasol  could  be  seen. 

He  gave  a  flirt  of  the  handkerchief  and  both  the  stick  and 
parasol  vanished. 

lhey  went  into  one  of  his  pockets,  of  course,  but  no  one 
would  have  been  willing  to  take  an  affidavit  to  that  effect. 

Hop  bowed  right  and  left  and  said  that  he  hoped  his 
‘line  tiick"  had  pleased  Mrs.  Gregory,  and  then  he  started  to 
walk  away. 

“Hold  on,  dar!”  spoke  up  Bolivar.  “I  done  t’ought  you  say 
I  watch  de  pan  of  flour,” 

“Oh.  no  makee  mistake.  Puttee  um  pan  of  flour  on  um 
head.” 


H  “Wha’  dat  yo’  say?” 

“Me  showee.” 

Hop  picked  up  the  pan,  and  as  quick  as  a  flash  turned  it 
over  and  allowed  the  contents  to  fall  upon  the  darky. 

He  was  as  white  as  the  driven  snow,  and  he  could  not  see 
for  the  flour  that  had  got  in  his  eyes. 

“Lat  velljy  nicee  lillee  tiick,”  said  the  Chinaman,  blandly. 
“Me  makee  blackee  man  turnee  allee  samee  white!” 

Not  one  of  the  spectators  could  keep  from  laughing. 

The  darky  certainly  did  look  comical,  and  those  who  had 
been  wandering  \Vhat  part  the  pan  of  flour  was  to  play  in  the 
performance  now'  knew. 

Bolivar  was  very  angry,  of  course. 

But  he  could  not  see  well  enough  to  make  a  rush  for  the 
joking  Celestial,  and  by  the  time  he  got  the  flour  off  his  face 
his  anger  had  cooled. 

To  make  it  all  the  worse  for  him,  Gregory  ordered  him  to 
clean  up  the  flour. 

It  took  him  some  little  time  to  get  the  flour  off  his  cloth¬ 
ing  and  out  of  his  wool,  and  when  he  did  get  in  half  decent 
shape  he  started  in  to  clean  up. 

“Ise’ll  done  git  square  wid  de  Chinee,  dough;  see  if  I 
don’t!”  he  declared.  . 

“That’s  right,”  nodded  Cheyenne  Charlie;  “you’re  a  fool  if 
yer  don’t.” 

Bolivar  looked  pleased  when  he  heard  the  scout  say  this. 

It  was  not  until  after  they  had  all  eaten  their  supper  that 
the  darky  got  ready  to  get  square  wTith  Hop. 

He  was  ready,  but  he  did  not  know'  just  how  to  go  about  it. 

He  was  afraid  that  he  would  not  be  able  to  w'hip  him  in 
a  fight,  so  he  wanted  to  do  it  in  some  other  way.  ..... 

It  occurred  to  Bolivar  that  Cheyenne  Charlie  might  help 
him  out,  as  he  had  told  him  that  he  v’ould  be  a  fool  if  he 
did  not  get  square.  > 

He  watched  his  chance,  and  when  the  scout  was  walking 
around  in  the  rear  of  the  house,  smoking  his  pipe,  he  went 
up  to  him. 

“Mister  Charlie,  I  done  want  ter  ask  yo’  a  question,”  he 


ventured. 

“What  is  ther  question,  yer  simpleton?”  asked  the  scout, 
grinning  at  him,  for  he  scented  fun. 

“Would  yo’  mind  tellin’  a  poor  nigger  how  ter  git  square 
with  dat  fool  Chinaman?” 

“Oh,  yer  still  feel  as  though  yer  oughter  git  square  on 
him  fur  chuckin’  ther  flour  over  yer,  hey?” 

“Yes,  sah,  dat’s  what  I  do.” 

“Why  don’t  yer  lick  him?” 

Bolivar  shook  his  head.  .  ,  .  . 

“He  so  smart  with  his  tricks  dat  he  might  git  de  best  of 
me  if  I  done  do  dat,”  he  answered. 


“Well,  why  don’t  yer  put  up  a  job  on  him,  then?” 

“Dat’.-i  je  t  what  I  want  ter  do,  but  what  am  de  job  I  done 

n  put  up?”  ^  .  ,  ,  „„ 

“Y f  r  want  me  ter  figure  out  a  job,  hey  . 

“Dat's  it.  Mistey  Charlie.” 

“Well.  I’ll  tell  yer  what  yer  might  do,”  and  the  scout 
ratched  his  head  thoughtfully. 

“What  I  do?”  asked  the  darky,  eagerly. 

“Wait  till  I  think.” 

Charlie  was  doing  his  best  to  think  of  something  that 
cix'ir.t-  a  good  laugh  and  amuse  all  hands. 


y  he  hit  upon  a  plan  that  he  thought  might  be  a 


( 


•fit* 

gory  had  ordered  a  calf  killed  that  afternoon,  so  his 
t  could  have  some  nice  fresh  veal,  and  the  slain  animal 


was  hanging  from  a  beam  under  a  shed  not  more  than  a 
couple  of  hundred  feet  from  the  rear  of  the  house. 

When  Charlie  saw  it  he  was  struck  with  an  idea. 

The  skin  of  the  calf  lay  in  a  heap,  where  it  had  been 
placed  preparatory  to  tanning,  and  it  was  the  skin  that 
struck  the  scout  as  being  the  proper  thing  to  frighten  the 
Chinaman,  or  if  it  didn’t  frighten  him  it  would  make  some 
fun,  anyhow. 

“I  tell  you  what  you  do,  Bolivar,”  he  said.  “You  jest  put 
on  ther  oldest  suit  of  clothes  you’ve  got — somethin’  that  yer 
don’t  care  anything  about — an’  then  come  down  ter  ther 
shed  where  ther  calf  is  hangin’.  I’ll  show  yer  a  way  ter  git 
hunk  with  Hop,  an’  yer  kin  bet  your  life  on  it.” 

“All  right,”  and  away  went  the  darky  to  change  his  cos¬ 
tume. 

Charlie  walked  over  to  the  shed.  y 

On  a  bench  was  the  liver,  heart  and  “lights”  of  the  calf% 
just  as  they  had  been  laid  by  the  man  who  had  butchered  it. 

The  head  was  still  attached  to  the  skin. 

Charlie  grinned  when  he  saw  this. 

He  stooped  and  spread  out  the  skin,  for  it  was  his  idea 
to  dress  the  darky  in  it,  and  then  let  him  rush  at  Hop  un¬ 
awares. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  jest  cut  off  them  lights  from  that  liver  an1 
heart  an’  let  ther  galoot  use  ’em  as  boxin’  gloves  on  ther 
heathen,”  he  thought.  “Jest  wait  till  I  git  Bolivar  rigged  up 
an’  have  told  him  what  ter  do!” 

The  darky  soon  showed  up  in  a  very  ragged  suit. 

He  demurred  a  little  when  Charlie  told  him  he  was  going 
to  put  the  calf-skin  on  him,  but  finally  consented  to  the 
operation. 

The  scout  was  handy  at  tying  knots,  and  he  soon  had 
Bolivar  rigged  out  so  his  own  mother  would  not  have  known 
him. 

Then  he  put  the  lights  in  his  hands  and  told  him  to  come 
when  he  signalled  to  him,  and  for  him  to  let  out  a  sound 
like  the  bleating  of  a  calf  and  rush  at  Hop  and  pound  him 
with  the  spongy  lights. 

Bolivar  said  he  understood  just  <what  to  do,  so  Charlie  left 
him. 

He  found  all  hands  on  the  front  porch,  and  Hop  was  seated 
under  a  tree,  getting  ready  to  perform  another  feat  in 
magic  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  Gregory. 

Charlie  gave  the  signal  and  Bolivar,  in  his  queer  disguise 
came  up. 

Everybody  saw  the  man-calf  before  Hop  did,  for  he  was  too 
busy  making  preparations  for  the  trick  he  was  going  to  per¬ 
form. 

“Ba-a-a-!”  said  Bolivar,  and  then  he  rushed  at  the  sur¬ 
prised  Celestial  on  all-foui’s. 

Before  Hop  could  get  out  of  the  way  he  was  being  beaten 
about  the  face  and  neck  with  the  lights  of  the  calf. 

“Hip  hi!”  he  yelled  in  terror;  “whattee  mattee?  Help, 
Mislev  Wild!  Help!” 

Then  he  got  upon  his  feet  and  ran  for  his  life,  while  Wild 
and  his  companions  roared  with  laughter. 


CHAPTER  V. 

WILD  GOES  TO  SEE  HAWrKINS. 

Bolivar  ran  after  Hop  until  the  calf-skin  slipped  from  hit 
shoulders  and  tripped  him,  and  then  our  friends  had  mor< 
yet  to  laugh  at. 

Wild  could  tell  by  the  expression  of  the  scout’s  face  that 
he  was  responsible  for  it  all. 

“What  made  you  think  of  such  a  thing  as  that,  Charlie  V 
he  said,  when  Bolivar  had  extricated  himself  from  the  skit 
and  started  for  the  shed  with  it,  satisfied  that  he  had  getter 
square  with  the  Chinaman. 

“Oh,  ther  negro  asked  me  ter  tell  him  how  ter  git  ever 
with  Hop  fur  throwin’  ther  flour  on  him.  an’  1  happened  tei 
see  ther  calf  hangin’  up,  an’  then  T  thought  if  he  was  ter 
rigged  up  in  ther  skin  an’  start  fur  ther  Chinee  there  woule 
he  fun.” 

“Well,  there  was  fun,  sure  enough.  Why,  Hop  won’t  gel 
over  that  in  an  hour  yet.” 

“It  sorter  made  ther  heathen  galoot  light  out,  didn’t  it?* 
and  Charlie  chuckled. 

While  he  was  not  given  to  practical  joking,  (lie  scout  had 
it  in  for  Hop,  since  tho  Celestial  had  made  him  ^he  butt  of 
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his  jokes  so  many  times,  and  that  was  why  he  enjoyed  I 
it  so. 

It  was  just  about  dark  when  the  six  cowboys  Wild  had  in¬ 
terviewed  that  afternoon  came  riding  in. 

'they  had  been  relieved  by  others,  and  they  were  to  get 
ready  to  start  out  for  three  days  on  the  range  in  the  morning. 

\v  ild  decided  to  say  nothing  to  them  that  night. 

He  wanted  to  wait  and  see  what  they  would  do  the  next 
day,  for  he  meant  to  follow  them  up  and  keep  a  watch  on 
their  movements. 

At  the  very  first  signs  of  any  crooked  work  he  was  going 
to  light  on  them  in  a  hurry  and  discharge  them. 

Then  if  they  did  not  like  that  they  would  have  to  take  the 
consequences. 

Hop  Wah  did  not  show  up  again  until  m|rning. 

When  he  did  appear  he  looked  rather  sheepish. 

*  “What  was  the  matter  last  night,  Hop?”  Wild  asked.  “You 
did  not  come  back  to  do  that  trick  for  Mrs.  Gregory.” 

“Niggee  man  allee  samee  no  goodee,”  was  the  reply. 

“He  got  even  with  you,  didn’t  he?” 

“Me  makee  niggee  man  velly  sick  putty  soonee.” 

“Well,  you  had  better  look  out  for  him.  The  next  time  he 
comes  at  you  he  will  have  a  steer’s  hide  on  him,  and  he’ll  rip 
you  apart  with  the  horns.  You  take  my  advice  and  let  him 
be.” 

“Me  no  likee.” 

“I  suppose  not.  But  probably  he  didn’t  like  being  covered 
with  flour,  either.” 

“You  don’t  always  get  the  best  of  a  joke,  do  you,  Hop?” 
spoke  up  Arietta,  who  was  present. 

“NiggCe  man  allee  samee  biggee  fool,”/  was  all  he  could 
say  in  reply. 

It  was  one  on  Hop,  and  no  one  realized  it  any  better  than 
he  did.  « 

But  he  was  going  to  go  the  darky  one  better  before  he 
left  Champion  Ranch. 

That  was  certain. 

But  the  foxy  Chinaman  meant  to  wait  until  Bolivar  had 
forgotten  all  about  it. 

As  Hop  sneaked  into  the  kitchen  to  get  his  breakfast  with 
Wing  Bud  Gregory  came  riding  up. 

The  foreman  had  been  taking  an  early  morning  ride  to 
see  where  Jerry  Hawkins’  sheep  were. 

“Well,  W'ild,”  said  he,  “I  reckon  there’s  goin’  ter  be  trouble. 
I’ve  jest  been  out  near  ther  line,  an’  there’s  about  five  hun¬ 
dred  head  of  Jerry  Hawkins’  sheep  cleanin’  up  ther  grass  on 
ther  best  part  of  our  grazin’  grounds.  There  ain’t  no  one 
out  there  watchin’  them,  either,  an’  they’re  more’n  two  miles 
on  our  side  of  ther  line.” 

“Is  that  so?”  asked  Wild,  without  showing  the  least  sur¬ 
prise.  “I  guess  we’ll  take  a  ride  over  to  the  ranch  of  Haw¬ 
kins  and  find  out  what  he  means  to  do.  Come,  boys!  We’ll 
settle  this  thing,  one  way  or  the  other,  pretty  quick.” 

“It  seems  we  always  find  trouble  of  some  sort,  no  matter 
where  we  go,”  spoke  up  Arietta.  “I  had  an  idea  that  when 
we  came  up  here  this  time  that  we  would  have  a  quiet  time 
of  it.” 

“Well,  it  is  a  good  thing  we  came  up,  I  guess,”  her  young 
lover  retorted.  “Bud  would  have  had  a  whole  lot  of  trouble 
with  Hawkins’  sheep,  and  the  result  would  have  been  that 
we  were  very  much  the  loser.  The  sheep  have  destroyed  a 
whole  lot  of  good  grass  now,  but  I  don’t  mean  that  they  shall 
do  much  more  of  it.” 

“Shall  I  ride  over  with  you  to  introduce  you  to  Haw¬ 
kins?”  Gregory  asked,  as  they  went  to  the  stable  to  get  their 
horses. 

“Well,  you  can  go  if  you  like,  Bud.”  Wild  answered.  “But 
I  guess  I  will  be  the  ohe  to  do  the  introducing.  If  he  shows 
that  he  don’t  care  about  what  is  going  on,  and  gets  saucy 
about  it,  I  mean  to  bring  him  up  with  a  round  turn.  It 
makes  no  difference  whether  it  is  on  his  propex*ty  or  not,  I 
am  going  to  show  him  that  he  is  fooling  with  the  wrong  peo¬ 
ple.” 

The  four  soon  had  their  horses  ready,  and,  mounting  them, 
they  rode  off  in  the  direction  of  the  sheep  ranch. 

•  It  was  a  fine  morning  and  the  bracing  air  made  them  feel 
in  fine  form. 

They  had  not  ridden  far  when  they  came  in  sight  of  the 
herd  of  sheep. 

The  hungry  animals  were  eating  away  at  the  grass,  taking 
roots  and  all.  and  they  were  in  one  of  the  richest  parts  of  the  I 
range  at  that. 

"Boys,  the  first  thing  we  will  do  is  to  scatter  that  herd  of 
•heep.  When  we  get  close  enough  w*  will  spread  out  and 


ride  on  them,  yelling  loud  enough  to  frighten  them  and  make 
them  start.” 

“That’s  it!”  exclaimed  the  scout,  nodding  his  approval. 

With  their  horses  at  a  gallop,  they  were  not  long  in  getting 
within  the  proper  distance  to  begin  operations. 

“Now,  then,  let  her  go!”  cried  Young  Wild  West,  starting 
off  to  the  right. 

“Whoopee!  Whoopee!”  shouted  Cheyenne  Charlie,  turning 
to  the  left  of  the  herd.  Jim  Dart  and  Bud  Gregory  spread 
apart  in  the  centre  and  then  all  four  went  thundering  toward 
the  grazing  sheep,  yelling  and  firing  off  their  revolvers. 

The  animals  looked  up  in  a  startled  way,  but  did  not 
move. 

Not  until  the  four  horses  were  within  fifty  yards  of  them 
did  they  start,  and  then  they  went  for  all  they  were  worth. 

There  is  an  old  saying  that  “they  ran  like  frightened 
sheep,”  and  here  it  was  verified. 

They  ran  just  like  what  they  were,  and  the  dust  flew  in  a 
cloud  behind  them,  for  the  soil  was  pretty  dry  and  the  grass 
being  eaten  off  so  closely  the  hoofs  of  the  sheep  tore  up  the 
dirt. 

Wild  was  glad  when  he  saw  that  the  ram  that  was  the  lead¬ 
er  turned  toward  the  property  that  was  owned  by  Hawkins. 

The  four  rode  right  on  behind  them,  urging  them  on  by 
their  shouts. 

Over  the  dividing  line  went  the  sheep,  and  after  them  kept 
our  friends. 

They  were  not  satisfied  until  they  had  run  them  nearly  a 
mile  on  the  land  they  belonged  on,  and  then  they  slackened 
speed  and  got  together. 

Some  two  miles  distant  they  could  see  the  ranch  buildings 
belonging  to  Jerry  Hawkins. 

“We’ll  ride  right  over,”  said  Wild. 

This  was  satisfactory,  so  they  kept  right  on. 

A  mile  from  the  ranch  and  they  saw  two  men  riding  out  as 
though  to  meet  them. 

Wild  was  not  long  in  recognizing  one  of  them  as  Deadshot 
Pete. 

The  other  was  a  hang-dog  looking  Mexican. 

They  met  within  half  a  mile  of  the  ranch  house,  but  our 
friends  did  not  slacken  their  pace  any. 

i“ Where  are  yer  goin’,  Young  Wild  West?”  called  out  Dead- 
shot  Pete,  as  he  wheeled  his  hoi’se  and  followed  them. 

“I  am  going  over  to  have  a  little  talk  with  your  boss,” 
was  the  reply. 

“I  wouldn’t  advise  yer  ter  do  that.  He  ain’t  up  yet,  an’ 
if  yer  make  him  git  up  he’ll  be  in  an  ugly  humor.” 

“Oh,  that  won’t  make  any  difference.  We’ll  rout  him  out, 
and  if  he’s  in  a  bad  humor  we’ll  make  him  get  in  a  good  one 
before  we  get  through  with  him.” 

The  gi’easer  looked  surprised. 

But  Deadshot  Pete  had  seen  just  enough  of  the  young 
Prince  of  the  Saddle  to  know  that  he  was  afraid  of  nothing, 
so  he  said  no  more,  but  x'ode  up  to  the  house  close  behind 
them. 

Wild  and  his  companions  came  to  a  halt  befoi-e  the  door, 
and  out  came  a  sour-visaged  woman,  followed  by  four  men, 
whom  our  fi*iends  instantly  recognized  as  those  who  had  been 
with  Deadshot  Pete  and  the  crooked  cowboys  the  day  before. 

“What  do  yer  want?”  snapped  the  woman. 

“I  want  to  see  Jerry  Hawkins  and  have  a  little  talk  with 
him,”  answered  Wild,  as  he  dismounted. 

“My  husband  ain’t  up  yet,”  she  snapped.  “You’ll  have  ter 
come  around  og’in.  He  was  drinkin’  putty  hard  with  ther 
boys  last  night,  an’  he  didn’t  go  ter  bed  till  about  four  this 
mornin’.  He  ain’t  ter  be  disturbed  till  dinner  time.” 

“Well,  you  just  go  and  tell  him  that  the  owner  of  Cham¬ 
pion  Ranch  is  here  on  business,  and  then  I  guess  hell  get 
up.” 

“Are  you  ther  owner  of  Champeen  Ranch?”  the  woman 
asked,  after  she  had  looked  at  him  a  moment  in  silence. 

“Yes,  I  am  the  owner,  and  this  is  my  foreman,  Bud 
Gregoiy.” 

“Oh,  I’ve  seen  that  sick-lookin’  galoot  afore.  I  know  who 
s*ie  said,  casting  a  glance  of  contempt  at  Gregory 

The  rest  now  dismounted. 

1  lien  the  woman  swept  into  the  house,  showing  how  angrv 
she  was. 

I  leckon  \ou  fellers  has  made  a  mistake  if  yer  come  over 
here  looktn  fur  trouble,  said  one  of  the  sheepherders 

''  f n°l  come  over  here  looking  for 

!ir0lIbn’  (li.an?wem1,  calml>’-  "1  just  want  to  have  a  lit¬ 
tle  talk  with  the  boss,  as  I  said.” 
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Mu  r  boss  ain’t  ther  man  as  will  stand  any  foolin’.” 

„  man  ""'6  want  to  see,  then,  for  we  are  not  fool¬ 

ing.* 

Jast  then  the  gruff,  angry  voice  of  a  man  sounded  from  the 
interior  of  the  house. 

1  h e  ranch  owner  had  been  aroused  by  the  voices  outside, 
111  'vas  asking  his  wife  what  it  all  meant. 

V\  ild  heard  her  trying  to  tell  him,  but  he  did  not  wait  to 
hear  it  all. 

lhe  next  minute  Jerry  Hawkins  came  tearing  out  of  the 
house,  his  coarse  hair  almost  standing  straight  and  his 
beard  awry. 

He  was  a  powerful-looking  man  of  fifty,  coarse  and  savage¬ 
looking. 

“VS hat  in  thunder  is  ther  matter  here?”  he  demanded, 
looking  at  Deadshot  Pete,  with  his  brows  knitted  and  a  scowl 
on  his  face. 

“\oung  Wild  West,  ther  owner  of  Champion  Ranch,  has 
come  over  ter  tell  yer  that  you’ve  got  ter  keep  your  sheep 
off  his  grazin’  lands,”  was  the  reply. 

“What!”  thundered  the  sheep  rancher.  "I  reckon  my 
sheep  kin  go  where  they  please.  This  is  a  free  country,  an’ 
if  anyone  don’t  want  ’em  on  their  land  let  ’em  put  up  a 
fence.  ’Sides,  I  don’t  say  nothin’  if  a  few  of  ther  cattle 
belongin’  ter  Champion  Ranch  stray  over  on  me  once  in  a 
while.” 

The  last  was  said  with  a  glance  at  our  friends. 

Hawkins  did  not  know  just  who  the  owner  of  Champion 
Ranch  was,  so  he  talked  at  all  of  them. 

“I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  express  yourself  that  way,  Mr. 
Hawkins,”  said  Wild,  quietly.  “You  ought  to  know  that  your 
sheep  can  do  more  damage  in  half  an  hour  than  cattle  could 
in  three  weeks.  Now,  1  didn’t  come  over  here  to  get  into 
any  argument  with  you,  so  I  will  simply  tell  you  that  you 
must  keep  your  sheep  off  my  land.” 

“Is  your  name  Young. Wild  West?”  asked  Hawkins,  look¬ 
ing  at  him  with  just  the  vestige  of  a  smile  on  his  face. 

“Yes,  that  is  my  name.” 

“An’  you  own  Champion  Ranch?” 

“Yes,  and  it  is  all  clear.  There  is  no  mortgage  on  it.” 

“Well,  sonny,  if  that’s  so,  I  want  ter  tell  yer  ter  go  on  about 
your  business.  If  you  see  my  sheep  on  your  land  jest  have 
your  cowboys  hustle  ’em  off.  That’s  ther  way  I  do  when  your 
cattle  strays  over  our  way.”  * 

“Then  you  don’t  mean  to  make  an  effort  to  keep  the  sheep 
on  your  own  side  of  the  line?” 

“No,  sirree!” 

“All  right,  then.  The  next  time  I  find  any  of  them  eating 
the  grass  on  my  side  I  will  order  the  boys  to  fire  into  them. 
We’ll  have  mutton  chops  for  breakfast  the  next  morning. 
It  is  too  much  trouble  to  go  to  law  about  it,  so  we’ll  simply 
take  the  law  in  our  own  hands.” 

Hawkins  looked  staggered. 

“Do  yer  mean  what  yer  say,  sonny?”  he  asked,  with  a 
gasp. 

“I  always  mean  what  I  say.  my  friend.” 

“You’ll  shoot  mv  sheep,  will  yer?” 

The  ranchman  fairly  shrieked  the  words,  and  as  they  left 
his  lips  he  drew  a  big  six-shooter  from  his  belt. 

“Yes,  I’ll  shoot  your  sheep,  and  you,  too,  if  you  don’t  be¬ 
have  yourself,”  and  Wild  covered  him  as  quick  as  a  flash. 

Hawkins  turned  white  with  ratre  and  fear.  . 

“Pepper  ther  galoots,  boys!  They’ve  come  over  here  ter 

clean  me  out!”  , 

“Ther  first  measly  coyote  what  lifts  a  gun  will  go  under! 
cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  pulling  his  brace  of  revolvers. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  VILLAINOUS  SCHEME. 

There  was  no  question  but  that  Young  Wild  West  was 
master #>f  the  situation. 

hive  of  the  men  were  mortally  afraid  of  him,  anyhow,  and 
they  had  reason  •  for  being  so. 

[je  turned  hi-  horse's  head  away  from  the  house,  but  kept 
n,  ey<  on  Hawkins  as  he  did  so. 

ai**,  h‘ld  hi;  revolver  ready  to  use  it  at  an  instant’s  i 

notice. 

H;va k  riA  arid  his  rnen  watched  them  until  they  had  dis¬ 
appeared  behind  a  little  grove  a  mile  away. 


Then  he  turned  to  his  wife  and  said: 

“I  reckon  I’ll  have  my  breakfast  now,  Susan.” 

“Tell  me  one  thing,  Jerry  Hawkins,  before  I  git  your 
grub  iur  yer,  what  do  yer  mean  ter  do  about  them  galoots 
what  was  jest  here?”  she  answered.  “Are  yer  goin’  ter  take 
water  an’  let  ’em  do  as  they  like?  Are  yer  that  kind  of  a 
man  ?  If  I  was  you  I’d  have  filled  that  boy  with  lead  afore 
yer  could  say  Jack  Robinson.  I  thought  you  was  made  out 
of  better  stuff  than  that.  An’  look  at  these  galoots  standin’ 
around  here.  They  acted  as  though  they  was  scared  ter 
death." 

“You  jest  wait,”  was  the  retort.  “You  kin  bet  your  life 
that  I’ll  make  Young  Wild  West  sick  afore  he’s  many  hours 
older.  Go  on  an’  git  my  breakfast  ready.” 

The  woman  cast  a  withering  glance  at  Deadshot  Pete  and 
the  rest,  and  then  she  swept  into  the  house. 

But  it  was  evident  that  she  wanted  her  lord  and  master 
to  have  a  good  meal,  for  the  sounds  of  frying  meat  could 
soon  be  heard. 

It  was  not  long  before  she  called  him  in,  and  then  the 
sheep-herders  and  the  Mexican  went  around  to  the  rear  of 
the  house  and  started  up  a  game  of  cards. 

The  fact  was  that  Deadshot  Tete  was  a  warm  friend  of 
the  ranchman,  since  he  had  loaned  him  a  sum  of  money  to 
help  him  buy  some  stock  but  a  week  before. 

That  made  it  possible  for  him  to  do  about  as  he  pleased 
on  the  ranch,  and  he  had  been  appointed  foreman. 

There  were  only  six  more  men  employed  on  the  place  just 
then,  and  they  were  mostly  a  bad  lot. 

Just  now  they  were  supposed  to  be  out  on  the  range  look¬ 
ing  after  a  larger  herd  of  sheep  than  that  which  had  been 
grazing  on  the  land  belonging  to  Young  Wild  West. 

The  Mexican  had  come  up  from  Texas  with  Hawkins  when 
he  bought  the  property  and  built  the  house  and  other  build¬ 
ings,  and  he  was  a  trusted  man  of  the  ranchman’s. 

Hawkins  had  not  borne  a  good  reputation  down  in  Texas, 
and  when  he  came  up  into  Western  Nebraska  no  one  knew 
him  or  took  the  trouble  to  find  who  and  what  he  was. 

The  gang  of  sheep-herders  employed  by  him  were  all  of  a 
disreputable  sort,  as  we  have  already  stated,  so,  being  that 
kind  of  a  man  himself,  there  was  likely  to  be  crooked  work 
going  on. 

But  Young  Wild  West  had  called  him  good  and  hard,  the 
same  as  he  had  done  with  many  befoi'e  him,  and  it  was  this 
that  made  the  six  men  who  had  gathered  at  the  rear  of  the 
house  to  play  a  game  of  draw  poker,  wonder  what  was  going 
to  happen. 

“Cut  fur  deal,”  said  Deadshot  Pete.  “I  reckon  ther  old 
man  will  have  his  hands  full  now,  unless  he  keeps  off  ther 
land  that  Young  Wild  West  owns.” 

“I’ve  got  an  ace,”  said  one  of  the  men,  as  he  cut  last.  “I 
reckon  it’s  my  deal.  I  wouldn’t  be  surprised  if  there’s  a  big 
fight  between  ther  cowboys  of  Champeen  Ranch  an’  us  sheep- 
herders  afore  many  hours.” 

The  game  started  and  the  players  kept  talking  about  what 
had  happened,  and  what  was  liable  to,  as  they  plaved.  * 

But  soon  they  got  so  interested  in  the  game  that  they  for¬ 
got  about  Young  Wild  West  entirely. 

It  was  just  about  this  time  that  Hawkins  came  out. 

He  had  eaten  his  breakfast  and  lighted  his  pipe,  so  he 
felt  in  a  better  humor,  as  far  as  things  were  concerned  about 
the  sheep  ranch. 

“Who’s  a-winnin’?”  he  asked. 

“Dan,  ther  greaser,”  answered  one  of  ther  men.  “He’s 
about  four  dollars  ahead,  I  reckon.” 

“All  right.  Let  him  stay  ahead,  then.  Git  up,  you  greaser 
an’  I’ll  take  your  place.” 

The  Mexican  gave  a  grunt  in  the  affirmative  and  promptly 
arose  from  the  bench  he  had  been  sitting  upon  and  let  his 
boss  sit  down. 

But  Hawkins  did  not  feel  much  like  playing  cards,  and 
when  he  had  lost  a  couple  of  dollars  he  got  up  again. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  “I  won’t  be  satisfied  until  I’ve  had  satis¬ 
faction  out  of  that  galoot  what  owns  Champion  Ranch.  It’s 
workin’  on  my  mind,  an’  I’ve  got  tor  do  somethin’.  Pete, 
come  take  a  ride  with  me.  We’ll  see  if  we  can’t  run  across 
them  six  fellers  what’s  workin’  over  there.  It  might  be  that 
they’d  help  us  out  a  little  in  this  game.  There’s  one  thing 
sartin  that  we  ain’t  got  enough  good  grass  on  this  here  land 
ter  feed  our  sheep  till  we  git  ready  ter  make  ther  drive. 
They’ve  got  ter  eat  off  somebody  else,  an’  that’s  all  there 
is  to  it.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Deadshot  Pete,  and  he  urose  ant 
went  to  get  the  horses. 
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Then  the  greaser  sat  clown  again  and  the  game  of  poker 
was  continued. 

Hawkins  and  his  foreman  rode  off  in  the  direction  our 
friends  had  taken. 

They  saw  that  the  herd  of  sheep  had  got  together  again 
and  were  grazing  within  half  a  mile  of  the  line. 

The  ranchman  scowled  as  he  looked  at  them. 

"  There  won’t  be  much  left  around  there  in  a  week  or  so 
fur  ’em  ter  eat,”  he  said.  “There’s  a  great  deal  more  grass 
on  ther  range  over  there  than  Young  Wild  West’s  cattle 
will  ever  eat,  so  I  reckon  my  sheep  has  got  ter  git  ther  ben¬ 
efit  of  it.” 

“Sartin,  Jerry,”  answered  Deadshot  Pete. 

Pete  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  clump  of  trees  where 
our  hero  and  his  friends  had  /found  the  cowboys  and  sheep- 
herders  drinking  whisky  the  day  before,  for  that  was  a 
sort  of  meeting  place  that  the  crooked  cowboys  and  the  men 
belonging  to  Hawkins’  ranch  had  agreed  upon. 

When  they  neared  the  trees  they  were  glad  to  find  that 
somebody  was  there,  for  they  could  see  half  a  dozen  horses 
grazing  on  the  left  of  the  grove. 

“They’re  there,  as  sure  as  anything!”  exclaimed  Pete, 
waving  his  hat. 

Hawkins  nodded  and  looked  pleased. 

They  rode  up  to  the  grove,  which,  as  has  been  stated,  was 
on  the  land  belonging  to  Champion  Ranch. 

When  they  were  within  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  of  the 
spot  the  crooked  cowboys  showed  themselves,  sure  enough. 

“Hello!”  cried  out  Jig- water  Ike.  “I  allowed  that  you’d 
show  up.  We  was  awful  anxious  ter  find  out  how  Young 
Wild  West  made  out  when  he  come  over  ter  see  yer.  We 
left  as  soon  as  they  come  in,  fur  we  knowed  we  wouldn’t 
find  out  from  them.  Did  yer  have  much  of  a  time  of  it?” 

“Well,  I  jest  ordered  them  off  my  premises  an’  they  went,” 
answered  Hawkins,  putting  out  his  chest  with  pride. 

“An’  Young  Wild  West  said  if  we  didn’t  keep  our  sheep 
where  they  belonged  he  was  goin’  ter  let  his  men  shoot 
’em,”  added  Pete,  as  he  dismounted. 

“Is  that  so?  I  wonder  if  he  will  tell  us  ter  do  it?” 

“That  are  most  likely.” 

“Well,  it  won’t  do  him  any  good  ter  tell  us,  fur  we’ll  quick 
enough  quit  afore  we  do  anything  like  that.” 

“You  bet  we  will!”  echoed  the  others  of  the  gang. 

“See  here,”  said  Hawkins,  as  he  got  off  his  horse.  “You 
galoots  don’t  want  ter  do  nothin’  of  ther  kind.  Yer  jest 
take  all  ther  orders  they  give  yer  over  there,  an’  make  out 
that  you’re  goin’  ter  be  straight  with  Young  Wild  West. 
If  you’re  goin’  ter  stick  ter  me,  as  yer  told  Pete  yer  would, 
you’ll  be  drawin’  twenty  dollars  a  month  apiece  over  ther 
wages  Young  Wild  West’s  foreman  is  payin’  yer.  I  don’t 
care  if  yer  shoot  a  couple  of  ther  sheep.  If  you’re  told  ter 
do  it,  go  ahead.  That’ll  give  us  a  chance  ter  shoot  their 
cattle.  By  Jove!  It’s  all  right,  this  is!  I  reckon,  from 
what  Pete  says,  Young  Wild  West  don’t  think  an  awful 
lot  of  you  galoots,  anyhow,  an’  ther  chances  is  that  he’ll 
tell  yer  ter  look  out  fur  our  sheep,  jest  ter  try  yer  an’  find 
out  if  you’re  straight  with  him  or  not.  You  jest  make  him 
believe  that  you  are  straight,  an’  that  you’re  sorry  yer  had 
anything  ter  do  with  us,  an’  you’ll  make  money  by  it  both 
ways.  You  kin  let  our  sheep  eat  all  they  want  ter  in  ther 
Champion  Ranch  territory  when  no  one  else  is  around,  an’ 
that  is  where  I’ll  be  gittin’  ther  benefit  of  it.  Do  yer  under¬ 
stand  what  I’m  drivin’  at?” 

“Oh,  yes!”  exclaimed  Jig-water  Ike.  “It’s  a  fine  idea,  too, 
an’  yer  kin  bet  that  we’ll  work  it  out.  We'll  ride  back  putty 
soon  an’  tell  Bud  Gregory  that  we  met  yer,  an’  that  yer  tried 
ter  git  us  ter  quit  an’  work  fur  yer.  We’ll  say  that  we  don’t 
want  ter  do  that,  an’  that  we’re  goin'  ter  work  fur  ther 
interest  of  ther  man  what  pays  us.  An’  that  if  he  will  give 
us  a  chance  we’ll  show  that  we’re  dead  square.” 

Hawkins  nodded. 

“That’s  ther  ticket!”  he  said.  “I  reckon  you’re  a  putty 
smart  galoot,  Ike.” 

’They  talked  it  over  and  a1  nice  little  scheme  was  arranged. 

When  it  was  thoroughly  understood  between  them,  and 
Hawkins  and  Deadshot  Pete  were  l-eady  to  ride  back,  Ike 
winked  knowingly  and  remarked: 

“Yer  ought  ter  see  ther  three  gals  what’s  come  ter  Cham¬ 
pion  Ranch  with  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards.” 

“Are  they  putty?”  Pete  asked,  becoming  interested  at 
once. 

"Yes.  I’ve  picked  out  one  of  ’em  fur  my  wife  already.” 

“Is  that  so?”  asked  Hawkins. 


“Yes.  Her  name  is  Arietta,  an'  she’s  ther  sweetheart  of 
Young  Wild  West.  But  if  Young  Wild  West  goo.-  under  in 
a  fight  with  you  fellers  she  won’t  be  able  ter  ever  many  him, 
an’  that’s  sartin.” 

“You’ve  got  that  right,”  and  Hawkins  nodded  and  gave  a 
chuckle.  “Young  Wild  West  will  go  under,  too,  fur  with 
him  out  of  ther  way,  I  reckon  we  kin  do  about  as  we  want 
ter.  Bud  Gregory  will  be  easy  enough  ter  handle.  Of  course, 
we  want  ter  down  them  two  pards  of  ther  boy,  too,  'cause 
they  might  be  a  little  bit  dangerous.” 

“Oh,  they’ve  got  ter  be  downed,  too,  Jerry.” 

For  ten  minutes  the  conversation  dwelt  on  the  girls  at 
Champion  Ranch,  and  when  they  parted  Jig- water  Ike  even 
went  so  far  as  to  promise  Deadshot  Pete  his  pick  from  the 
other  two. 

It  was  a  villainous  scheme  that  the  cowboys  and  sheep- 
herders  had  concocted,  but  would  it  work?  Tl\at  was  to 
be  seen. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  CROOKED  COWBOYS  GET  THEIR  GAME  GOING. 

Young  Wild  West  rode  back  to  the  ranch,  satisfied  that 
there  was  going  to  be  trouble. 

But  he  wanted  to  hvoid  it  if  possible. 

It  was  not  to  the  boy’s  liking  to  war  on  those  of  his  own 
race. 

'  Still,  he  must  protect  his  property,  for  he  had  consider¬ 
able  money  invested  in  it,  and  he  hoped  to  make  this  first 
real  profit  that  fall. 

Neither  Wild  nor  his  partners  took  note  of  the  fact  that 
the  six  cowboys  they  distrusted  rode  away  toward  the  sheep 
ranch. 

They  did  not  see  them  until  noon,  and  then  it  occurred  to 
our  hero  to  try  them  and  see  just  Kow  far  they  would  go. 

He  called  them  up  to  the  house  and  they  came  in  a  very 
respectful  manner. 

They  took  off  their  hats,  for  the  girls  were  on  the  porch, 
and  held  them  while  the  dashing  young  deadshot  talked  to 
them. 

“I  want  you  fellows  to  do  a  little  extra  duty  this  after¬ 
noon,”  he  said  to  them.  ^“Just  ride  over  and  see  to  it  that 
none  of  our  cattle  get  over  the  line  on  the  property  of  Haw¬ 
kins,  and  also  that  his  sheep  don’t  come  over.  If  they  do 
come  over,  and  you  see  that  no  one  comes  to  drive  them  back, 
I  want  you  to  shoot  one  or  two  of  them.  It  is  the  only  way 
to  do  business,  and  as  I  told  Hawkins  that  I  would  have  it 
done  if  he  did  not  keep  the  sheep  off  the  range,  I  am  going 
to  keep  my  word.” 

“All  right,  boss,”  answered  Jig-water  Ike.  “We’ve  made 
up  our  minds  that  you’re  there  one  ter  stick  to,  an’  yer  kin 
bet  all  you’re  worth  that  we’ll  show  ourselves  straight  an’ 
true  ter  Champion  Ranch.  We  know  we  made  a  mistake  yis- 
terday,  an’  we’re  sorry  fur  it.  You’re  ther  finest  young  fel¬ 
ler  we’ve  even  seen,  an’  ther  way  yer  kin  shoot  makes  us 
feel  as  though  we’ve  got  ter  do  our  best  fur  yer  while  we’re 
workin’  fur  yer.  Jest  give  us  a  chance  an’  we’ll  prove  that 
what  I  am  sayin’  is  true.  Ain’t  that  right,  boys?’’ 

“That’s  right,  Ike!”  came  from  his  companions. 

Wild  did  not  believe  that  the  villain  was  telling  the  truth, 
but  he  meant  to  give  them  a  chance,  just  the  same. 

“All  right,”  he  said.  “I’m  glad  to  hear  you  talk  that  way. 
Now  go  ahead  and  do  as  I  told  you.” 

As  the  six  crooked  men  rode  away  our  hero  turned  to 
Bud  Gregory  and  said: 

“I  want  you  to  send  a  man  you  can  trust  to  watch  those 
fellows,  do  you  understand?” 

“I  reckon  I  do,”  was  the  reply.  “I’ll  send  a  good  man, 
too.” 

He  hastened  to  find  the  one  he  wanted,  and  when  he  had 
done  so  they  all  went  to  dinner. 

Hop  had  received  permission  to  wait  on  the  table,- and  this 
made  Bolivar,  the  darky,  jealous. 

Bolivar  stood  in  the  door  that  opened  into  the  Jritchen 
looking  very  wrothful.  r 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  not  slow  to  notice  this. 

,  M°P»”  said  he.  “What’s  ther  matter  with  ther 

darky  ? 

“Niggee  all§e  samee  mad;  he  no  know  how  wait  on  urn 
table,  was  the  grinning  renly. 

“De  Chinee  talk  like  a  fool!-”  exclaimed  the  darky.  "I  done 
know  more  about  waitin’  on  de  table  dan  he  ever  knowed.” 
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Go  and  wash  yourself  good  and  put  on  an  apron,”  spoke 
up  \\  dd.  “I  guess  we  need  two  waiters,  anyhow.” 

Mrs.  Gregory  nodded. 

"Of  course  he  can  help,  if  you  say  so,  Wild,”  she  said. 

Bolivar  grinned  in  triumph  and  hastened  to  get  himself 
ready. 

Instead  of  being  offended,  Hop  showed  signs  of  being 
pleased. 

He  went  into  the  kitchen,  and  when  the  guests  were  seated, 
came  in  with  a  big  bowl  of  vegetable  soup. 

Bolivar  followed  him  closely  with  a  dish  of  steaming  hot 
potatoes. 

Then  Mrs.  Gregory  came  along  with  a  roasted  fresh  ham, 
which  she  would  not  trust  with  either  of  the  waiters. 

Hop  and  Bolivar  tried  to  put  what  thev  carried  in  the  same 
spot  on  the  table. 

Then  the  soup  bowl  tipped  a  little  and  scalded  the  darky’s 

hand. 

He  let  out  a  yell  and  dropped  the  dish  of  potatoes. 

Hop  saved  the  soup  by  a  narrow  margin,  but  just  to  teach 
the  darky  to  be  a  little  more  careful  he  picked  up  one  of  the 
hot  potatoes  and  hit  him  in  the  eye  with  it. 

Wild  quickly  sprang  between  them. 

He  grabbed  them  each  by  the  collar  and  a  quick  jerk 
started  them  for  the  door. 

“Go  outside  and  fight  it  out,”  he  said.  “That’s  the  way  to 
settle  the  grudge  you’ve  got  against  each  other.” 

Charlie  grabbed  Hop  and  Jim  took  hold  of  Bolivar,  and 
when  they  got  outside  they  threw  the  two  servants  together. 

There  was  nothing  for  them  to  do  but  to  grab  each  other, 
and  as  soon  as  they  did  Charlie  and  Jim  let  go  of  them. 

Down  they  went,  the  darky  landing  on  top. 

Hop  managed  to  wriggle  from  under,  though,  and  then  he 
drew  something  from  his  pocket  and  hit  Bolivar  on  the  back 
with  it. 

Bang! 

A  report  as  loud  as  that  of  a  shot-gun  rang  out  and  the 
darky  let  out  a  yell  that  could  have  been  heard  a  mile  and 
then  lay  perfectly  quiet. 

Hop  arose  to  his  feet  and  bowed  right  and  left. 

“Niggee  velly  muchee  fool,”  he  said.  “Me  makee  lillee 
Fourth  um  July,  and  he  allee  samee  t’inkee  him  shootee.” 

Our  friends  knew  that  Bolivar  was  not  injured  a  particle. 

It  was  merely  a  sort  of  dynamite  torpedo  that  Hop  had 
exploded,  and  no  one  was  hurt. 

“Get  up,  Bolivar,”  said  Wild.  “You  are  not  hurt  a  bit.” 

“Law  sakes!”  groaned  the  darky,  as  he  arose  to  a  sitting 
posture.  “I  done  t’ink  I  was  shot,  Mister  Wild.” 

“Well,  Hop  simply  played  a  trick  on  you,  that’s  all.  Now 
come  on  in  the  house  and  wait  on  the  table  in  a  proper  man¬ 
ner.  I  am  going  to  shoot  the  ears  off  the  first  one  who  makes 
a  mistake.  Do  you  both  hear  that?” 

They  admitted  that  they  heard  it,  and  then,  laughing 
heartily  over  the  incident,  they  all  returned  to  the  house. 

The  meal  was  served  in  proper  shape  then,  for  both  the 
waiters  were  thoroughly  frightened. 

But  there  was  still  a  strong  feeling  between  the  two,  and 
it  was  quite  sure  to  come  out  some  day. 

It  was  along  toward  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  that  the 
cowboy  who  had  been  sent  out  to  watch  the  six  cowboys 
came  back. 

He  reported  that  the  six  had  found  the  sheep  where  they 
had  no  right  to  be,  and  that  they  had  shot  two  of  them. 

Then  half  a  dozen  of  the  sheep-herders  had  appeared  and 
there  was  a  scrimmage  at  long  range. 

No  one  had  been  killed  or  wounded,  he  declared,  but  the 
cowboys  had  shown  how  willing  they  were  to  make  it  a  fight 
at  close  quarters. 

Wild  hardly  knew  what  to  make  of  this. 

But  there  was  only  one  conclusion  for  him  to  draw,  and 
that  was  that  Jig-water  Ike  and  his  men  really  meant  what 
they  had  said. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “there  is  such  a  thing  as  reforming  bad 
u,( -n,  I  know,  but  I  never  had  the  least  idea  that  anything  but 
rascal  •«  could  be  made  out  of  those  fellows.  I  had  dubbed 
th'-rn  the  crooked  cowboys,  and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  dis¬ 
charge  them  to-night.” 

“I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  they  shot  the  sheep,  though,” 

. \*,Ye  up  Arietta.  “It  seems  like  a  shame  to  take  spite  out 
on  poor  dumb  animals.” 

“I  i.i id  not  the  least  idea  that  they  would  shoot  any  of  the 
•r.eep,”  Wild  hastened  to  explain.  “I  believed  they  wero 
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crooked  to  the  backbone,  and  I  was  simply  giving  them  a 
chance  to  get  discharged.” 

“I  reckon  they’ll  bear  a  whole  lot  of  watchin’  yet,”  re*- 
marked  the  scout,  who  had  set  the  six  men  down  as  being 
rascals,  pure  and  simple,  and  was  not  ready  to  admit  that 
they  were  anything  else. 

It  was  not  long  after  that  when  Ike  came  riding  in. 

He  told  the  same  story  as  the  man  who  had  been  out 
watching  had  told  and  showed  where  a  bullet  had  hit  his 
sombrero. 

“I  left  tjier  boys  out  there  keepin’  a  watch,”  he  added.  “I 
reckon  we’ll  make  that  sheep  man  sick,  if  ho  keeps  it  up.” 

“You  have  done  well,”  Wild  answered.  “Keep  straight 
and  you’ll  win  out  sure.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  I’ll  keep  straight,  Young  Wild  West,”  ex¬ 
claimed  Ike.  “There’s  always  some  good  in  a  man,  yer  know, 
an’  there’s  a  time  when  it  kin  be  brought  out  an’  be  made 
ter  wipe  out  ther  bad.  That’s  my  case,  I  hope.  I’ll  admit 
I  was  no  good  when  I  come  out  here  ter  work  on  this  ranch, 
an’  that  all  I  was  lookin’  fur  was  ther  money.  But  you’ve 
sorter  learned  me  that  ther  best  policy  is  ter  be  honest,  an’ 
I’ve  got  my  pards  inter  ther  same  way  of  thinkin’.  We’ll 
show  yer  that  you’re  a  regular  reformer,  we  will:  see  if  we 
don’t!” 

Young  Wild  West  was  deceived  by  this  kind  of  talk,  for 
Jig-water  Ike  was  a  good  one  at  that  k\nd  of  a  game. 

It  was  seldom  that  he  did  get  deceived,  too,  but  there  are 
always  exceptions. 

The  cowboy  rode  off  again  and  Wild  went  and  sat  down  on 
the  porch. 

“Boys,”  said  he  to  his  two  partners,  “I  suppose  there 
will  be  bad  work  coming  from  this.  Hawkins  will  surely  get 
revenge  by  shooting  our  cattle  now,  if  they  do  happen  to 
stray  on  his  land.  That  \)vill  mean  a  regular  war  between  the 
two  ranches.” 

“Well,  let  her  rip!”  exclaimed  the  scout.  “I  reckon  we  kin 
take  care  of  our  part  of  it  all  right.” 

“If  we  can’t  no  one  could,”  chimed  in  Dart. 

“That  fellow  Hawkins  is  a  vindictive  fellow,  and  he  has 
got  a  bad  gang  working  for  him.  They  won’t  fight  on  the 
square,  of  course.  We  will  have  to  be  on  the  watch  until 
the  thing  is  settled  one  way  or  the  other.  We  may  as  well 
make  up  our  minds  to  go  and  pitch  a  camp  right  near  the 
line  betweerf  the  two  properties  and  be  ready  for  business.” 

“That’s  jest  it,”  Charlie  hastened  to  say. 

“Well,  we’ll  have  supper  a  little  early  to-night,  and  then 
we’ll  pick  out  two  or  three  more  men  and  ride  out  and  camp 
right  where  the  sheep  are  likely  to  come  over.  If  there  is 
anything  in  the  six  new  men  they  will  have  a  chance  to  show 
it,  perhaps.  Bud,  how  many  men  has  Jerry  Hawkins  got 
working  for  him  ?” 

“Not  more’n  a  dozen,”  was  the  reply. 

“Then  that’s  all  -we  want.  Just  pick  two  more,  and,  count¬ 
ing  yourself,  we’ll  just  have  a  dozen.” 

“Yer  won’t  if  ther  six  cowboys  turns  ag’in  us,  Wild,”  said 
Charlie,  shaking  his  head.  “That  would  mean  eighteen  ter 
six.” 

“Well,  if  they  do  take  a  notion  to  turn  against  us  I  guess 
we  can  manage  all  right.  You  are  good  for  three  or  four 
when  you  break  loose,  and  I  think  Jim  and  I  can  handle  as 
many  more.  Bud  and  the  two  cowboys  will  do  the  rest.” 

It  was  just  a  few  minutes  before  six  when  the  party  rode 
over  to  the  spot  where  they  meant  to  camp. 

They  did  not  bother  with  a  tent,  but  had  plenty  of  blankets 
with  them,  so  they  could  be  protected  from  the  night  air  that 
was  quite  chilly. 

They  found  Ike  and  his  pards,  as  he  called  them,  getting 
ready  to  cook  some  of  the  meat  that  had  been  cut  from  one 
of  the  sheep  that  had  been  shot. 

Ike  talked  in  his  smooth,  oily  way  and  made  himself  at 
home  in  thr  camp. 

But  he  w«.s  even  then  trying  to  rig  a  plan  by  which  Haw¬ 
kins  and  al~  his  followers  would  have  a  good  chance. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

ARIETTA  IS  ABDUCTED. 

About  a  mile  fr^m  the  spot  our  friends  were  camped  then 
was  a  herd  of  cattle. 

It  wan  pretty  clone  to  the  line,  but  as  there  was  no  grass 
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on  the  side  of  Hawkins  there  was  little  danger  of  the  cattle 
going  over  there  unless  they  were  driven. 

Young  Wild  West  sat  in  the  camp  and  watched  the  cattle. 

There  were  seven  or  eight  hundred  of  them  in  that  herd, 
and  they  all  seemed  to  be  in  good  condition. 

The  sun  was  pretty  near  the  line  of  the  horizon  now,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  it  would  be  lost  to  sight. 

Then  it  would  gradually  get  dark,  and  then  it  was  likely 
that  the  sheep-herders  would  look  for  satisfaction. 

Somehow  it  struck  Wild  that  they  would  make  for  the  herd 
and  shoot  into  it,  whether  there  were  any  of  the  cattle  on 
their  side  or  not. 

“Boys,”  said  he,  “I  guess  I’ll  take  a  ride  down  close  to 
that  herd  as  soon  as  it  gets  dark  enough.  I  have  an  idea 
that  the  sheep  herders  will  bother  those  cattle.” 

“It  air  most  likely  that  they  will  be  fur  shootin’  inter  ’em 
if  they  kin  git  ’em  on  their  own  territory,”  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie  answered. 

“They  will  drive  some  of  them  there  in  order  to  get  the 
chance,  too,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart.  “They  are  a  bad  lot  all 
through,  and  that  man  Hawkins  would  do  almost  anything, 
I  think.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  he  would,”  spoke  up  Jig-water  Ike,  who  was 
taking  in  all  that  was  said.  “He  coaxed  us  ter  leave  you 
folks  an’  jine  him,  so  he’d  be  sure  ter  have  enough  men  ter 
down  yer.  But  we  allowed  that  right  was  right,  an’  that 
we’d  better  do  ther  right  thing.  Ther  whole  amount  of  it  is 
that  Hawkins  ain’t  got  enough  grass  ter  feed  his  sheep,  so 
he’s  got  ter  let  ’em  cat  on  someone  else’s  property.” 

“Well,  he  can’t  ruin  the  range  here,  and  that  is  sure!” 
Wild  exclaimed.  “I  am  a  little  sorry  that  you  fellows  shot 
the  sheep,  though.  I  told  you  to  do  it,  I  know,  and  that 
part  of  it  is  all  right.  But  it  will  give  Hawkins  and  his  men 
a  good  excuse  to  go  ahead  now,  and  they  will  be  after  our 
cattle  to-night,  as  sure  as  you  are  alive!” 

“Let  ’em  come,”  spoke  up  the  man,  who  had  been  broiling 
the  mutton  over  the  coals.  “Come  an’  have  some  of  Haw¬ 
kins’  meat!  It’s  cooked  ter  a  turn.  It's  all  right,  ’cause  it 
was  shot  as  soon  as  we  got  here,  an’  it’s  been  hung  up  ever 
since.” 

The  fellow  had  cooked  the  mutton  to  a  turn,  and  the  odor 
of  it  made  everybody  hungry. 

They  all  set  to,  and  with  the  hard  biscuits  and  coffee  they 
had  brought  out  with  them,  they  made  a  good  supper. 

Wild  never  did  anything  by  halves.  When  he  camped  out 
he  wanted  to  do  it  right,  and  eat  there,  no  matter  if  the 
ranch  house  was  only  two  or  three  miles  away. 

They  went  at  it  just  as  though  there  was  not  a  habitation 
within  a  hundred  miles  of  them. 

After  the  meal  they  settled  down  to  wait  until  it  got  good 
and  dark,  for  it  was  decided  that  they  were  to  send  out 
scouts  and  try  and  find  out  what  the  sheep-herders  were 
up  to. 

Wild  was  going  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  herd  of  cattle  and  see 
if  anything  was  wrong  there. 

It  soon  got  dark  and  then  our  hero  mounted  his  horse  and 
rode  on  in  the  direction  of  the  cattle. 

He  had  scarcely  gone  when  Jig-water  Ike  mounted  his 
horse  and  said  he  was  going  to  look  for  the  whereabouts  of 
Hawkins’  men. 

Ike  told  the  truth  when  he  said  that. 

He  wanted  to  find  Hawkins  himself,  if  he  could. 

A  daring  plan  had  come  into  his  head,  and  if  he  could  find 
Hawkins  or  Deadshot  Tote  right  away  he  felt  that  it  would 
be  a  sure  winner. 

Luck  was  with  the  villain,  for  just  the  other  side  of  the 
short  strip  of  timber  he  found  Jerry  Hawkins  and  all  his 
men. 

They  were  armed  with  rifles,  too,  which  showed  that  they 
meant  to  put  up  a  bitter  fight. 

Ike  was  almost  upon  them  before  he  was  aware  of  it,  for 
they  were  keeping  well  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  and  as 
it  was  dark,  he  would  surely  have  gone  past  without  seeing 
them. 

But  he  heard  their  voices  as  they  conversed  in  low  tones 
and  he  halted  and  listened  long  enough  to  know  that  they 
were  the  ones  he  sought. 


Then  he  called  out  to  them  and  received  a  hearty  welcome 
“How  did  yer  make  out,  Ike?”  Pete  asked,  as' he  pulled 
him  over  to  where  the  ranch  owner  was  sitting. 

“Very  fine,”  was  the  reply.  “I  worked  it*  so  that  they  now 
think  fur  sure  that  we’re  goin’  ter  stick  by  ’em  an’  fight  fur 
'em.  But  what  I  come  hero  fur  jest  now  is  somethin’  of  im¬ 


portance.  I  want  one  of  yer  ter  ride  over  ter  C  .ampion 
Ranch  with  me  an’  help  me  steal  that  gal  I  was  talkin'  about. 
Hawkins,  I  kin  take  her  ter  your  place,  can’t  I?” 

“I  never  yet  turned  any  travelers  away,”  was  the  laconic 
reply.  “I  ain’t  s’posed  ter  know  whether  anyone’s  crazy 
what  comes  there,  an’  has  ter  be  locked  up,  or  not.  If  you 
come  along  with  a  gal,  an  ’you  tell  ther  missus  that  she's 
crazy,  an’  needs  ter  be  locked  up  in  a  room,  it  will  be  all 
right.  She  won’t  know  whether  ther  gal  is  crazy  or  not,  an' 
it’ll  be  none  of  her  business,  anyhow.  You  understand  me, 
I  reckon.  I  ain’t  goin’  ter  git  in  any  trouble  about  ther 
thing,  in  case  it  should  happen  ter  go  ag’in  us.  You  go 
ahead  an’  do  as  yer  want  ter.  Dan,  ther  greaser,  will  go 
with  yer,  ’cause  he’s  putty  slick  at  that  kind  of  business.  He 
kin  do  any  amount  of  sneak  work,  an’  that’s  what  yer  want 
on  an  occasion  like  this.” 

Ike  was  more  than  pleased  to  hear  the  sheep  rancher  talk 
this  way. 

He  felt  certain  that  he  could  manage  to  get  Arietta  away 
from  the  ranch  now,  as  he  had  a  crafty  Mexican  to  help 
him. 

And  the  fact  that  there  were  no  men  around  the  house  just 
then  but  a  couple  of  Chinamen  and  a  darky  made  it  look  to 
be  an  easy  proposition. 

“Well,  Dan,”  he  said  to  the  greaser,  as  he  came  over  to 
him,  delighted  at  the  opportunity  to  go  with  him,  “I  reckon 
wre’d  better  be  off  right  away,  ’cause  ther  quicker  we  git  ther 
job  done  ther  better  it  will  be.” 

“All  right,  boss,”  answered  the  greasei*,  who  could  speak 
English  about  as  well  as  the  rest  of  the  bunch,  “I’m  ready.” 

He  got  his  hoi*se  and  led  it  out  from  under  the  trees,  and 
then  as  Ike  mounted  he  followed  suit. 

The  two  took  a  wide  enough  circle  to  keep  them  from  be¬ 
ing  heard  by  those  in  the  camp  on  Young  Wild  West’s  side 
of  the  line  and  gi’adually  drew  ai’ound  toward  Champion 
Ranch. 

They  let  their  horses  canter  until  they  got  within  a 
quaiffer  of  a  mile  of  the  house,  and  then,  for  fear  they  would 
be  heai’d,  they  brought  them  down  to  a  walk. 

“Dan,”  said  Ike,  “we’ve  got  ter  b*e  mighty  cai’eful  about 
this  business.  I  heard  say  that  these  here  gals  kin  shoot  >.s 
stright  as  men,  especially  ther  one  I  want  ter  git  hold  of.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  l’eplied  the  greaser.  “We. won’t  give  her 
a  chance  to  shoot.” 

“I  guess  we  had  better  get  off  now  and  lead  our  horses 
right  up  to  that  clump  of  trees  near  the  house.  The  closer 
we  have  them  there  the  easier  an’  quicker  it  will  be  ter  git 
away.” 

“That’s  right.”  # 

They  dismounted  and  did  as  Ike  suggested. 

They  wei*e  then  within  fifty  yards  of  the  house. 

“Listen,”  said  Ike.  “It’s  one  of  ther  Chinamen  singin’. 
What  do  yer  think  of  that?” 

“It  ain’t  ther  sweetest  music  I  ever  heard,”  Dan  answered. 

“I’m  glad  to  hear  it,  though.” 

“Why  ax*e  yer?” 

“Well,  it  shows  that  they’re  around  on  ther  front  porch 
havin’  some  fun.  That’s  ther  Chinee  they  call  Hop.  He’s  a 
mighty  innocent-lookin’  galoot,  but  they  say  he’s  all  wool  an’ 
a  yard  wide.” 

“I  never  heard  tell  of  a  Chinee  bein’  any  good,”  retorted 
the  greaser,  shaking  his  head. 

“Well,  never  mind  about  him,  ’cause  we’ve  got  other  busi¬ 
ness  jest  now.  Come  on.  We’ll  git  around  there  an’  see 
what  is  goin  on. 

Leaving  their  horses  under  the  trees,  thev  started  for  the 
rear  of  the  house. 

There  wap  no  one  there  to  observe  their  approach  so  it 
was  easy. 

Once  at  the  rear  of  the  house,  they  started  around  the 
west  end  of  it  to  the  front. 

llie  sounds  of  laughter  came  from  the  front  porch  and 
that  meant  that  those  at  the  house  were  gathered  there. 

It  was  Hop  who  was  singing,  as  Ike  had  said. 

Mrs.  Gregory  had  invited  him  to  entertain  them  and  he 
had  offered  to  sing,  no  doubt  as  a  sort  of  prelude 

It  was  queer  singing,  and  it  made  them  all  laugh  though 
in  reality  it  was  a  sentimental  song  in  Chinese.  '  ' 

Hop  had  just  finished  when  the  two  vtllninc  t  « 

r  -f  «>•  MW"* «. 

A  lantern  hung  ,n  front  of  the  doorway  and  thi< 
them  a  chance  to  observe  all  that  was  taking  place 
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The  girls  and  the  foreman’s  wife  sat  in  a  row  on  the  porch, 
vhile  at  the  other  end  were  Wing  and  the  darky. 

Ike  singled  out  Arietta  and  whispered  to  his  companion: 

“That’s  ther  gal  I  want.” 

“All  right,  senor,"  was  the  reply. 

It  so  happened  that  the  g.'rls  had  laid  aside  their  revolvers, 
for  they  had  not  the  least  idea  that  danger  lurked  so  near. 

While  H»p  was  getting  ready  to  perform  one  of  his  magic 
feats  at  the  request  of  Mrs.  Gregory,  Arietta  and  Eloise  got 
up  and  walked  to  the  end  of  the  porch  where  the  two  waiting 
villains  crouched. 

They  merely  walked  over  there  to  exercise  themselves,  and 
meant  to  turn  and  walk  to  the  other  end. 

In  a  spirit  of  mischief,  Eloise  gave  Arietta  a  slight  push 
and  she  went  off  the  stoop  to  the  ground  below,  a  distance  of 
less  than  two  feet. 

Ihen  she  leaped  off  herself  and  exclaimed: 

“Catch  me  before  I  get  around  the  house,  Et.” 

Eloise  was  away  like  a  shot,  for  she  was  a  fleet  runner. 

Arietta  laughingly  started  after  her,  but  she  had  not  taken 
three  steps  when  she  was  seized  and  overpowered  in  a 
twinkling. 

Her  arms  were  pinioned  and  a  rough  hand  was  thrust 
over  her  mouth,  cutting  off  the  startled  cry  that  came  to 
her  lips. 

The  girl  had  tumbled  right  into  the  trap. 

Like  shadows,  the  two  villains  bore  the  girl  around  toward 
the  trees. 

They  allowed  Eloise  to  get  around  to  the  rear  before  they 
started  on  a  run,  for  they  thought  it  best  not  to  let  anyone 
know  what  had  become  of  the  girl,  if  it  was  possible  to  have 
it  that  way. 

And  things  worked  their  way  to  a  nicety. 

By  the  time  Eloise  got  around  to  the  front,  and  was  wait¬ 
ing  for  her  friend  to  appear,  the  two  men  were  more  than  a 
third  of  the  way  to  the  clump  of  trees  where  they  had  left 
their  horses. 

And  when  Eloise  discovered  that  Arietta  had  not  followed 
her  at  all  and  started  around  the  same  way  she  had  gone  be¬ 
fore  to  look  for  her,  they  had  reached  the  trees. 

That  made  it  a  case  of  a  mysterious  disappearance. 

Eloise  quickly  ran  on  around,  and  then  she  gave  it  out  that 
Arietta  had  hidden  herself  somewhere. 

Then  a  search  began. 

But  it  was  not  until  after  five  minutes  had  passed  that 
they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  something  was  wrong. 

Then  they  called  to  her,  but  of  course  received  no  answer. 

By  that  time  Arietta  was  being  carried  across  the  prairie 
for  Hawkins’  ranch. 

Eloise  got  very  much  worried. 

“It  is  strange  that  she  would  hide  that  way,”  she  said  to 

Anna. 

“She  is  not  hiding,”  was  the  reply.  “Something  has  hap¬ 
pened  to  her!” 

“Oh,  do  you  think  so?” 

“What  else  can  it  be?  We  can’t  find  her  nowhere.” 

Mrs.  Gregory  shook  her  head. 

“I  can’t  believe  that  anything  could  have  happened  to 
her,”  she  remarked.  “Come,  let  us  look  in  the  house.  Eloise 
says  she  pushed  her  off  the  end  of  the  stoop  in  a  joke,  so  you 
can  rest  assured  that  she  ran  around  and  went  in  to  the 
kitchen  and  is  now  hiding  somewhere  in  the  house.” 

-  There  was  a  hope  that  this  might  be  right,  so  they  went  in 
to  look. 

But  of  course  no  signs  of  the  missing  girl  could  be  found. 

Then  Anna  thought  how  Hop  had  often  been  of  great  ser¬ 
vice  in  such  cases. 

She  ran  hurriedly  to  him. 

“Missy  Alietta  no  be  found?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,  Hop;  I  think  that  someone  must  have  caught  her 
and  carried  her  off.  You  go  and  look  for  her,  won’t  you? 

I  will  send  the  darky  to  the  camp  and  let  Wild  know  about 
it.  You  need  not  stop  there,  but  go  right  on  in  your  search. 

I  have  hopes  that  you  will  find  her,  for  you  generally  have 
good  lock  in  things  of  this  kind.” 

-AH  light,  Missus  Anna.” 

Hop  wa  not  a  little  worried  about  the  sudden  disappear¬ 
ance  of  the  girl. 

He  -A  ft  Anna  go  to  Bolivar  and  talk  to  him  hurriedly,  and 
then  h<-  knew  that  Young  Wild  West  would  soon  know  all 
about  what  had  happened. 

-Me  go  an'  finder  Missy  Alietta,”  he  muttered.  “Me1 
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t’inkee  badee  cowboys  allee  samec  takee  her  away.  Me  no 
likee  Jig-water  Ike;  me  lookee  for  him.” 

Hop  hastened  to  get  his  horse,  and  then  mounting,  he 
rode  off  in  the  direction  he  had  heard  our  friends  say  they 
had  found  the  cowboys  and  the  sheep-herders  the  day  before. 

Just  what  he  meant  .to  do  he  did  not  have  any  idea. 

But  he  was  armed,  and  he  also  had  the  materials  with  him 
to  perform  some  surprising  tricks. 

It  was  his  sleight-of-hand  that  he  relied  on  to  help  him 
to  save  Arietta  in  case  she  had  really  been  abducted. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

WILD  MEETS  WITH  A  LITTLE  BAD  LUCK. 

Young  Wild  West  found  everything  right  with  the  herd 
when  he  got  to  them. 

He  waited  around  a  while  and  then  decided  to  take  a  ride 
over  to  the  sheep  ranch. 

“I  might  as  wTell  find  out  just  what  Hawkins  is  up  to  if  it 
is  possible  for  me  to  do  so,”  he  said  to  himself.  “The  chances 
are  that  his  men  are  out  somewhere  around  here  at  this 
minute,  but  it  may  be  that  he  is  at  the  house  himself.” 

Having  come  to  this  conclusion,  he  at  once  decided  to  carry 
it  out. 

So  turning  his  horse’s  head  in  the  direction  of  the  sheep 
ranch,  he  rode  slowly  along. 

Wild  was  not  long  in  coming  in  sight  of  the  house. 

Light  could  be  seen  in  the  windows,  but  all  was  quiet 
about  the  building.  / 

He  had  not  lingered  near  the  cattle  more  than  half  an 
hour,  and  as  he  had  ridden  slowly,  just  about  forty  minutes 
had  elapsed  since  he  left  the  camp. 

In  that  time  the  rascally  fellow  called  Jig-water  Ike  had 
accomplished  a  whole  lot  of  villainy. 

But  Wild  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing  as  was  then  in 
progress. 

The  dashing  young  deadshot  knew  that  Hawkins  and  his 
sheep-herders  would  make  it  warm  for  anyone  belonging  to 
Champion  Ranch  if  they  got  the  chance  to  do  it,  but  he 
had  no  idea  that  they  would  attempt  anything  like  an  ab¬ 
duction. 

But  it  was  not  the  sheep-herders,  or  their  boss,  either,  who 
had  planned  to  steal  Arietta. 

However,  they  were  backing  the  leader  of  the  crooked  cow¬ 
boys  in  it. 

Wild  did  not  go  to  the  house. 

He  thought  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  dismount  and  wait  a 
while. 

If  Hawkins  should  come  out,  which  he  hoped  would  be 
the  case,  he  meant  to  meet  him  and  have  something  to  say  to 
him. 

He  waited  for  perhapsN  twenty  minutes. 

Then  he  suddenly  heard  the  sounds  made  by  horses  ap¬ 
proaching  the  ranch  house. 

Wild  was  waiting  in  front  of  it,  about  a  hundred  yards 
distant. 

He  drew  his  horse  back  in  the  shadow  of  a  big  tree  and 
waited. 

Nearer  came  the  sounds,  and  he  could  tell  that  the  horses 
were  on  a  gallop. 

But,  much  to  his  disappointment,  they  did  not  show  up  at 
the  front  of  the  house. 

Leaving  his  horse  under  the  tree,  ho  started  to  reach  the 
house,  for  he  thought  perhaps  some  of  the  herders  had  come 
after  their  boss. 

In  the  darkness  it  was  easy  enough  for  him  to  make  his 
way  to  the  house. 

He  hhd  just  reached  the  front  porch  when  a  -scream  rang 
out  from  the  rear. 

There  was  no  mistaking  that  cry. 

Wild  recognized  it  as  coming  from  his  sweetheart. 

But  it  only  sounded  once,  showing  that  the  girl  had  been 
prevented  from  repeating  it. 

Revolver  in  hand,  and  tingling  with  surprise  and  excite¬ 
ment,  the  daring  boy  ran  lightly  around  to  the  rear  of  the 
house. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  hear  a  door  shut,  and  then  he  saw 
two  horses  standing  there. 

“The  scoundrels  have  stolen  Arietta!”  he  exclaimed  un- 
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tier  his  breath.  “They  have  brought  her  here,  too.  Wasn’t 
it  luckv  that  I  took  a  notion  to  come  over  here?” 

The  boy  had  calmed  down  wonderfully  in  a  few’  short  sec¬ 
onds. 

He  did  not  rush  to  the  door  and  try  to  force  an  entrance, 
as  many  would  have  clone. 

He  was  going  to  get  into  that  house  without  those  inside 
knowing  about  it. 

Then  something  would  happen  if  his  way  was  opposed. 

Wild  went  to  the  door  and  tried  it  gently. 

It  w’as  fastened  on  the  inside. 

But  he  had  expected  to  find  it  this  w’ay. 

Next  he  went  to  a  window  and  listened. 

He  could  hear  the  low’  voice  of  a  man  and  the  harsh,  loud 
voice  of  the  ranchman's  wife. 

What  she  said  could  plainly  be  understood,  but  he  could  not 
tell  what  the  man  said. 

“This  is  what  I  call  a  pretty  piece  of  business,”  he  heard 
the  w’oman  exclaim.  “You  say  that  Jerry,  said  it  w’as  all 
right  fur  yer  ter  bring  ther  girl  here,  hey?” 

It  was  certainly  a  reply  in  the  affirmative  that  she  re¬ 
ceived,  for  she  went  on: 

“  ’Spose  w’e  git  inter  trouble  fur  this?  I  don’t  see  why 
Jerry  is  so  kind  ter  a  stranger  as  all  this.  Why,  he  never 
sot  eyes  on  yer  till  yer  come  ter  Champion  Ranch  ter  wrork 
ther  other  day.  He  must  have  fell  in  love  w’ith  yer,  or  he’d 
never  take  sich  a  risk  as  this.  Dan,  did  you  hear  Jerry  say 
that  ther  gal  could  be  brought  here?” 

“Yes,”  came  the  reply  from  another  man,  and  then  Wild 
knew*  it  must  be  the  one  who  had  assisted  in  the  abduction. 

“Well,  all  right,  then.  Put  her  in  ther  attic  room.  I’ll 
gamble  on  it  that  she  won’t  git  out  of  there.” 

Wild  heard  them,  moving  around  in  the  house,  and  then  all 
was  still  in  that  part. 

Then  the  boy  coolly  tried  the  window. 

He  found  he  could  raise  it. 

The  sill  was  not  more  than  four  feet  from  the  ground,  so 
it  would  be  an  easy  matter  for  him  to  crawl  inside. 

When  he  got  it  up  as  far  as  it  would  go  he  thrust  his  knife 
under  it  to  hold  it  there,  and  then  he  did  not  hesitate  to 
crawl  through. 

It  was  a  dark  room  that  he  had  crawled  into,  and  he  knew 
that  the  adjoining  one  was  where  the  voices  had  come  from. 

Wild  could  hear  feet  moving  about  overhead,  so  he  paused 
to  listen  before  going  any  further. 

“This  will  be  a  sorry  night’s  work  for  you,  you  villain!” 
he  heard  Arietta  say,  and  then  his  heart  beat  faster. 

She  spoke  in  a  very  cool  way,  and  he  w’as  proud  of  her 
for  it. 

“Don’t  w’orry  about  that;  I  know  what  I’m  doin’,  Miss 
Arietta,”  came  the  answer  from  Ike. 

Then  a  hoarse  chuckle  came  fi’om  the  hag  of  a  woman, 
■who  w’as  the  wife  of  Hawkins. 

Young  Wild  West  smiled  grimly. 

He  had  left  the  window  up,  so\ie  could  get  out  in  case  he 
had  to  leave  in  a  hurry. 

But  he  did  not  feel  as  though  he  would  have  to  leave  in  a 
hurry,  for  he  was  satisfied  that  there  were  only  two  men 
and  a  woman  to  contend  with. 

Wild  felt  for  the  door  that  opened  -into  the  adjoining 
room,  found  it  and  turned  the  knob. 

As  he  pushed  it  open  slightly  a  flood  of  light  came  through 
the  crack. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  room,  he  was  quite  certain,  so 
ho  pushed  the  door  far  enough  to  get  through. 

There  was  a  kerosene  lamp  on  a  table  and  it  gave  suffi¬ 
cient  light  for  the  bov  to  see  at  a  glance  that  the  room  was 
devoid  of  a  human  being. 

Footsteps  and  voices  could  be  heard  above,  and  just  as 
Wild  reached  the  centre  of  the  apartment  he  heard  somebody 
coming  downstairs.  / 

I  h rough  an  open  door  he  could  see  the  foot  of  a  rough 
flight  of  stairs,  so  he  made  up  his  mind  to  conceal  himself. 

He  could  have  got  back  into  the  dark  room,  but  he  de¬ 
cided  to  get  under  the  table  that  had  the  lamp  upon  it. 

There  was  a  cover  w’hich  hung  nearly  to  the  floor,  and  this 
would  hide  him  from  view. 

Wild  got  under  the  table  in  short  order. 

But  as  quick  as  he  was,  he  was  scarcely  a  second  too  soon, 
for  the  woman  stepped  from  the  last  step  of  the  stairs  and 
came  into  the  room. 

After  her  came  the  two  men. 


•  He  soon  found  one,  for  the  cover  was  rather  dilapidated. 

The  daring  young  deadshot  felt  tempted  to  shoot  down  Jiff' 
water  Ike  when  he  saw  him  grinning  and  rubbing  his  hand.'-; 

over  what  he  had  accomplished. 

But  he  was  not  the  sort  to  do  a  cowardly  thing  like  tnat. 
If  it  came  to  the  point  where  it  was  to  save  himself  or 
Arietta  he  would  fire  a  shot  that  would  settle  the  villain  for¬ 
ever. 

“Dan,  you  jest  ride  out  an’  fetch  Hawkins  here,  so  we 
kin  settle  this  thing,  one  way  or  ther  other,”  said  Ike,  turn¬ 
ing  to  the  greaser.  , ,  ,  ..  . 

“Yes,  go  an’  fetch  him  here,”  added  the  woman.  I  reckon 
I’ll  soon  find  out  who’s  runnin’  ther  inside  of  this  house,  anj- 
1  how.” 

I  Dan  hastened  to  obey. 

He  had  scarcely  got  out  of  the  house  when  loung  Wild 
west  crept  softly  from  under  the  table. 

He  was  all  the  way  out  before  either  the  man  or  the  woman 
saw  him. 

And  when  they  did  see  him  they  also  saw  a  revolver 
pointed  at  them.  ‘  . 

“I  guess  you  folks  have  gone  about  far  enough  in  this 
game,”  Wild*  said,  coolly.  “Jig-water  Ike,  I’ve  a  strong  no¬ 
tion  to  send  a  bullet  through  your  heart,  do  you  know  that?” 

The  villain  turned  as  pale  as  death.  I 

If  there  had  been  three  men  there,  instead  of  one  man  and 
one  woman,  Wild  could  have  handled  them  quite  easily. 

But  Haw’kins’  wife  was  not  the  least  bit  afraid  of  the  re¬ 
volver,  it  seemed. 

Instead  of  stepping  back  and  crying  out  from  fear,  she 
suddenly  made  a  leap  for  the  boy  and  caught  him  by  the 
arms. 

It  was  rather  unexpected  to  Wild,  too,  and  he  found  him¬ 
self  at  a  disadvantage. 

He  wrenched  his  left  hand  free  and  then  the  woman  caught 
hold  of  the  revolver. 

The  boy  could  have  pulled  the  trigger,  but  it  would  have 
shot  her  dead,  as  the  muzzle  was  right  toward  her. 

He  did  not  want  to  do  that,  and  so  he  got  the  worst  of 
the  game  in  a  hurry. 

Ike  leaped  forward  and  forced  him  to  the  floor. 

The  hag  fell  upon  him,  retaining  her  hold  upon  the  re¬ 
volver,  and  then  Ike  got  his  knees  on  the  boy’s  stomach  and 
his  hand  upon  his  throat. 

He  choked  him  while  the  woman  took  the  weapon  from 
his  hand  and  tied  his  wrists  together. 

She  was  quite  an  adept  at  that  kind  of  business,  and 
nothing  like  fear  came  over  her. 

“There!”  she  exclaimed,  when  Wild  had  been  bound  hand 
and  foot;  “what  do  yer  think  of  that,  you  hungry-lookin* 
galoot  ?  If  it  hadn’t  been  fur  me  we  would  haye  been  in  a 
nice  peck  of  trouble,  wouldn’t  we?  I  don’t  know-  how  it  was 
that  ther  boy  got  in  ther  house,  but  he’s  here,  an’  now  we’ve 
got  ter  make  ther  best  of  it.  I  don’t  believe  in  murder,  as 
I  said  ter  yer  a  little  while  ago,  but  it  won’t  do  ter  let  this 
young  galoot  git  out  of  ther  house  alive,  after  what’s  hap¬ 
pened.  He  knows  that  ther  gal  is  here,  an’  that’s  sartin. 
It’s  a  bad  night’s  woi’k  all  through,  an’  I’m  sorry  that  Jerry 
got  in  with  a  crooked  gang  of  cowboys.” 

“•Dor  t  worry,  Mrs.  Hawkins.  Everything  will  come  out 
all  right.  Ther  sheep  will  have  plenty  of  grass  an’  I’ll  have 
a  nutty  wife.  That  will  make  it  satisfactory  all  around.” 

It  was  galling  to  Wild  to  hear  the  villain  talk  this  way, 
but  he  held  his  temper,  nevertheless. 

^  ba.d  recovered  from  the  choking  he  had  received  at 
the  hands  o,  the  crooked  cowboy  by  this  time,  and  he  was 
simply  lying  on  the  floor  and  waiting. 

He  had  not  the  least  fear  of  being  killed,  and  he  knew  it 
would  not  be  long  before  Charlie  and  Jim  would  find  out 
where  he  was. 

Hawkins  S°°n  ^  greaser  came  back>  accompanied  by  Jerry 


Wild  could  not 
table  cover  to  hai 


m,  so  he  hunted  for  a  hole  in  the 


a  look  at  them. 


CHAPTER  X. 

HOP  GETS  BOTH  WILD  AND  ARIETTA  FREE. 

\V®  r'1  no";  tu™  011  v  attention  to  Hop,  the  Chinaman. 

As  the  reader  knows,  he  was  a  very  shrewd  fellow  an 

of  R  t0  ?nd  Arietta  b*  wanted  ti  mike  a  su<xcs 

♦  w'  f  J  nothing  pleased  him  better  than  to  do  someth  i* 
that  made  him  great  in  the  eyes  of  those  ho  served.  1 
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Hop  rode  along  until  he  came  to  the  clump  of  trees  that 
was  near  the  dividing  line  of  the  two  ranch  properties. 

There  was  no  one  theiv,  of  course,  so  he  paused  and 

looked  around. 

He  could  see  the  campfire  of  our  friends  about  a  mile  away, 
but  he  knew  that  Bolivar  had  gone  there,  so  it  was  little  use 
of  his  going. 

“Me  liae  lis  wav,"  he  muttered,  and  then  he  set  out  in 
the  direction  of  the  sheep  ranch,  though  he  was  not  aware 
that  he  was  approaching  it. 

He  brought  his  horse  down  to  a  walk  after  he  had  gone  a 
short  distance,  for  he  was  all  at  sea,  and  he  knew  not  ex¬ 
actly  what  to  do. 

The  horse  kept  on  walking,  however,  and  pretty  soon  he 
came  to  the  strip  of  timber  where  the  sheep-herders  and 
their  boss  wTere  lying  in  wait  for  the  cowboys  from  Champion 

Ranch. 

Hop  heard  them  talking  before  they  discovered  his  pres¬ 
ence,  and  it  was  probably  lucky  for  him  that  he  did. 

Instantly  he  was  on  the  alert. 

He  quickly  dismounted  and  led  his  horse  to  the  edge  of  the 

strip. 

Then  he  crawled  along  in  the  direction  the  voices  ema¬ 
nated  from. 

Hop  was  just  in  time  to  hear  the  crooked  cowboys  and 
the  rascally  sheep-herders  talking  about  the  very  thing  he 
wanted  to  know. 

He  heard  them  say  that  Jig-water  Ike  had  seized  Arietta 
and  was  now  at  Hawkins’  ranch  with  her. 

Hop  was  more  than  pleased  when  he  heard  this. 

But  he  did  not  know  exactly  where  the  ranch  house  and 
buildings  were  located,  though  he  knew  it  could  not  be  far 
from  the  spot. 

There  was  but  one  thing  to  do,  and  that  was  to  go  and 
find  the  house,  so  he  crept  back  to  his  horse  and  mounted. 

He  rode  off  to  the  right  for  about  a  mile,  but  the  timber 
strir>  cut  off  a  view  of  the  house  and  he  could  not  see  a 

light. 

Then  he  turned  and  rode  straight  ahead. 

He  got  about  three  miles  the  other  side  of  the  ranch  be¬ 
fore  he  saw'  the  lights. 

He  was  not  sure  that  it  vTas  the  right  place  then,  but  he 
decided  to  ride  up  and  find  out. 

He  finally  reached  a  tree  not  far  from  the  front  of  the 
house,  and  then  he  was  astonished  to  find  Young  Wild  West’s 
sorrel  stallion  there. 

“Misler  Wild  must  have  comee  putty  quick,  allee  samee,” 
he  muttered.  “He  findee  Missy  Alietta,  maybe.” 

It  was  just  then  that  the  greaser  came  out  of  the  house 
and  mounted  his  horse  at  the  back. 

Hop  saw  him  as  he  rode  away,  and  then  he  decided  to  creep 
around  back  and  find  out  whether  Wild  was  there  or  not. 

He  was  not  long  in  getting  there,  for  there  was  nothing  to 
interfere  with  his  progress. 

Once  there,  the  first  thing  he  noticed  was  that  a  window 
was  raised. 

He  crept  up  to  it  and  listened. 

Confused  sounds  came  to  his  ears,  and  finally  he  heard  the 
voice  of  a  woman. 

Hop  kept  on  listening  until  he  heard  enough  to  convince 
him  that  Wild  had  been  captured,  as  well  as  Arietta. 

He  waited  there,  not  knowing  exactly  what  course  to  pur¬ 
sue.  until  he  heard  horses  come  to  a  stop  in  front  of  the 
building. 

Then  ho  mJ*de  up  his  mind  that  it  was  time  for  him  to  do 
something. 

Hop  then  unhesitatingly  crawled  through  the  open  window. 

Across  the  floor  he  tip-toed  his  way  until  he  reached  the 

door. 

Te'«n  he  dropped  upon  his  knees  and  listened. 

In  the  meantime  we  will  see  what  was  happening  in  the 
next  room. 

.Un  •  Hawkins  appeared  to  be  a  trifle  uneasy  when  he 

Came  In. 

“So  you’ve  got  Young  Wild  West,  hey?”  he  asked,  looking 
a*  JW*  and  -hrugging  hi  shoulders. 

“Yet,  boss,  we’ve  got  him,”  was  the  reply. 

"Why,  how  did  he  git  here?”  cried  Dan,  looking  amazed, 

“He  v,t  right  under  that  table  when  vpu  went  out.  I 
tt  f  £(,x  "  an  wered  the  leader  of  the  crooked  cowboys.  “He 
tt,  -  ■-  ghty  near  gittin'  ther  best  of  us,  too.  Jerry,  if  it 

ha/in't  b"'n  for  vour  wife  he  would  have  done  it,  sure!  He 
Jo*  let  her  catch  him  too  easy  fur  anything!” 

"Well,  thm  \a  great!”  exclaimed  Hawkins. 


"Great,  is  it?”  snapped  his  wife.  “1  think  it's  ther  worst 
thing  that  could  have  happened  ter  us.  Here  you’ve  gone 
an’  let  that  hungry-lookin’  galoot  fetch  a  girl  here!  Ther 
girl  didn’t  want  ter  come,  so  I  don’t  approve  of  it.  But  that 
ain’t  ther  worst  of  it.  Young  Wild  West  comes  along  an’ 
gits  in  ther  house  somewhere,  an’  now  he’s  here  a  prisoner. 
I  want  ter  know  what’s  ter  be  done  now?” 

“I  don’t  know,  Susan,”  and  Hawkins  scratched  his  head 
in  a  puzzled  way. 

“It’s  easy  enough  ter  figure  out  what’s  ter  be  done,  ain’t 
it?”  spoke  up  Ike.  “We’ve  got  ter  kill  ther  boy,  that’s  all! 
It  wouldn’t  do  ter  let  him  go,  would  it?  We’ll  jest  put  an 
end  ter  him  an’  bury  him  in  ther  cellar.  Then  we’ll  go  out 
an’  settle  his  pards.  After  that’s  done  it  will  be  easy 
enough.” 

“It  sounds  easy  ter  hear  yer  say  that;  but  don’t  yer  think 
we’d  be  in  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  if  we  was  ter  do  that?” 
asked  Jerry.  “How  long  would  it  be  afore  ther  disappear¬ 
ance  would  be  laid  ter  us?  No,  we  don’t  put  Young  Wild 
West  out  of  ther  way  in  that  style.  If  he  dies  it  must  be 
when  there’s  a  fight  goin’  on  between  my  sheep-herders  an’ 
his  cowboys.  If  yer  give  him  a  show  like  that  ther  chances 
is  that  he’ll  live  an’  git  away,”  observed  the  ranchman’s 
wife.  “What’s  ther  usp  of  doin’  anything  like  that?” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  mean  ter  give  him  a  chance  ter  git  away,” 
retorted  her  husband. 

“Why  can’t  we  kill  him  here,  an’  then  say  that  he  was 
shot  while  sneaking  around  ther  house?”  proposed  Ike. 

“That’ll  be  ther  thing!  But  where’s  ther  gal?  I’d  like  ter 
see  her.” 

“She’s  up  in  ther  attic  room,”  replied  the  hag.  “I  hope 
you  ain’t  gittin’  interested  in  no  young  gal,  Jerry  Hawkins.” 

•  “Of  course  I  ain’t,”  he  snapped.  “Yer  ain’t  gittin’  jealous, 
are  yer?” 

“Well,  there  ain’t  no  tellin’  what  a  fool  of  a  man  might 
do.” 

“Jest  light  a  lantern,  an’  we’ll  go  up  an’  have  a  look  at 
her.” 

The  woman  obeyed. 

She  had  a  way  of  obeying  him,  no  matter  what  he  told 
her  to  do,  but  she  was  bound  to-let  her  tongue  have  full 
play  under  all  conditions. 

The  lantern  was  given  him  and  then  all  but  the  greaser 
went  up  the  attic  steps. 

They  had  scarcely  got  up  there  when  the  door  of  the 
adjoining  room  opened  and  Hop  Wah  stepped  out. 

He  had  a  big  six-shooter  in  his  hand,  and  Dan,  the 
greaser,  gave  a  gasp  when  he  saw  the  muzzle  was  pointed 
directly  at  his  breast. 

“If  you  utter  a  sound  the  Chinaman  will  shoot  you,” 
said  Wild,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  the  instant  he  recovered 
from  his  surprise  at  seeing  Hop  there. 

The  Mexican  changed  his  mind  about  rising  and  sat  per¬ 
fectly  still  in  the  chair  he  had  taken  when  he  came  in  with 
the  boss. 

Hop  glided  across  the  room,  a  grin  on  his  face. 

Out  came  his  knife,  and  while  he  kept  the  greaser  cov¬ 
ered  he  cut  Wild  loose. 

It  was  just  then  that  Dan  became  desperate. 

He  dropped  to  the  floor  as  quick  as  a  flash  and  then  let 
out  a  yell. 

Crack! 

Hop  fired  and  the  bullet  could  not  have  gone  straighter 
to  the  mark  if  Young  Wild  West  had  aimed  it  himself. 

The  greaser  rolled  over  and  let  out  a  groan  and  then 
remained  perfectly  still. 

Wild  darted  for  the  hallway  to  run  up  the  stairs. 

But  Hop  stopped  him. 

“You  gittee  outside,  Misler  Wild,”  he  whispered.  “Me 
soon  gittee  Missy  Arietta  out  of  um  house.” 

The  boy  decided  to  act  on  the  advice  of  the  Chinaman. 

He  had  picked  up  his  weapons  the  instant  he  had  found 
his  hands  free,\and  with  a  revolver  in  his  hand,  he  darted 
out  of  the  front  dxwrway. 

Hop  simply  stepped  in  a  shadow  at  the  side  of  the  rough 
stairway  as  the  three  who  had  just  gone  up  came  hurriedly 
down  to  find  out  what  the  pistol  shot  meant. 

They  almost  fell  over  each  other  in  their  hurry,  and  that 
made  more  of  a  delay  and  gave  Wild  time  to  get  out  and 
the  Chinaman  to  take  his  po  ntion. 

Ike  was  the  first  to  get  down. 

Tfe  darted  into  the  room  where  the  greaser  had  been  left 
with  the  prisoner. 

The  former  vr,  •  there,  but  the  latter  had  gone 
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“What’s  the  matter,  Dan?”  he  asked,  bending  over  the 
fallen  villain,  as  the  ranchman  and  his  wife  rushed  in. 

But  Dan  would  never  answer  in  this  world. 

Hop’s  bullet  had  pierced  his  heart  and  he  was  dead. 

“Thunder!”  cried  Jerry  Hawkins.  “Young  Wild  West  got 
loose  an’  shot  ther  greaser.  That’s  too  bad.  Git  after  him, 
Ike.  He  can’t  be  far  away.” 

Ike  ran  to  the  door  and  looked  out. 

He  could  see  no  one,  nor  could  he  hear  anything  that 
sounded  like  footsteps  or  hoof-beats. 

The  villainous  cowboy  was  afraid  to  venture  out,  so  he 
came  back. 

“Why  don't  yer  go  an’  catch  Young  Wild  West?”  Haw¬ 
kins  roared  in  a  rage. 

“He  might  pop  me,  same  as  he  did  Dan,”  was  the  retort. 
“I  don’t  know  where  he  is.  He  might  be  right  at  the  side  of 
ther  house,  fur  all  I  know.  I  don’t  want  ter  die  jest  yet.  Do 
you.  Jerry  Hawkins?” 

“Oh,  you're  a  blamed  coward!”  was  the  angry  retort,  and 
then,  revolver  in  hand,  the  rascally  ranchman  rushed  out. 

He  only  went  a  few  steps  before  he  came  to  a  halt,  for, 
like  Ike,  he  had  an  idea  that  Young  Wild  West  was  right 
at  the  side  of  the  house,  or  some  other  place  equally  close 
by.  .  . 

He  peered  through  the  darkness  and  presently  stepped 
back  to  the  door  and  raised  his  revolver. 

Crack! 

He  fired  at  a  rosebush  near  the  corner  of  the  house. 

Crack!  + 

An  answering  shot  came  before  the  echo  of  the  first  re¬ 
port  had  died  out. 

Jerry  Hawkins  fell  back  into  the  arms  of  his  wife. 

“I’ve  got  my  billet,  Susan!”  he  cried. 

The  woman  let  out  a  scream. 

Ike,  instead  of  going  out  to  avenge  the  shooting  of  his 
friend,  stood  like  one  transfixed. 

Just  then  Hawkins  straightened  up  and  began  to  feel  of 
himself  with  his  right  hand. 

“I  ain’t  dead,  after  all,  Susan,”  he  said,  with  a  sigh  of  re¬ 
lief.  “Ther  bullet  went  through  my  left  arm.  See,  it’s 
bleedin’  like  sixty!  Thunder!  I  thought  I  was  gone  that 
time!” 

The  woman  cried  tears  of  joy  and  hurried  her  husband  to 
a  chair  in  the  room. 

“Oh.  Jerry,”  she  exclaimed,  “this  ought  to  be  a  warnin’  ter 
yer!  Let  Young  Wild  West  alone. 

Crack!  I 

Another  report  sounded  from  the-  outside  and  one  of  the 
ends  of  Ike’s  big  mustache  flew  off. 

Crack! 

The  other  side  went  the  same  way. 

Wild  was  outside  trying  a  few  fancy  shots. 

He  wanted  to  subdue  the  villains  anil  take  them  prisoners 
if  he  could,  and  he  thought  that  was  the  best  way  to  do  it. 

Ho  now  was  satisfied  that  the  woman  was  more  than 
willing  to  let  Arietta  be  taken  from  the  house,  and  as  her 
husband  was  wounded,  it  was  likely  that  Hop  would  meet 
with  little  opposition. 

He  had  fired  at  the  man’s  arm  when  Jerry  had  sent  a  bul¬ 
let  close  to  his  head,  as  he  wa.4  crouching  close  behind  the 
rose  bush. 

“Sit  down.  Jig-water  Ike,”  he  called  out,  suddenly. 

The  cowboy  obeyed. 

Just  then  Hop  came  down  the  stairs,  followed  by  Arietta. 

The  Celestial  had  no  trouble  in  getting  to  the  attic  room 
after  the  three  came  down,  and  he  had  soon  liberated  the 

girl. 

He  led  her  outside  without  any  one  seeing  them. 

Wild  moved  over  to  them. 

“Misler  Wild,  you  takee  Missy  Alietta  on  your  horse;  me 
lide  ’long,  too,”  he  said. 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “I  guess  we’ll  leave  these 
people  till  to-morrow.  Then  we'll  settle  up  with  them.” 

Tney  made  their  way  to  their  horses,  no  one  moving  in¬ 
side  the  house  as  they  did  so. 

Two  minutes  later  Wild,  Arietta  and  Hop  were  riding  for 
Champion  Ranch. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  REVENGE  OF  THE  CROOKED  COWBOYS. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  much  excited  when  the  darky  rode 
up  and  told  them  that  Arietta  had  disappeared  in  a  strange 

maimer. 


They  could  get  nothing  further  from  him,  so  they  rode 

for  the  house.  , 

Bud  Gregory  went  with  them,  of  course,  for  he  was  bound 
to  help  all  he  could,  and  he  thought  that  was  the  proper 
place  to  go  to  do  it. 

This  left  the  five  villains  with  the  two  honest  cowboys. 
Charlie  and  Jim  soon  got  to  the  house. 

Then  they  learned  all  about  it  that  Anna  and  Liolse  knew 
in  a  few  words. 

“I  reckon  ther  best  thing  we  kin  do  is  ter  go  „an'  find  Wild,” 
said  the  scout.  “He’ll  know  jest  what  ter  do. 

“Come  on,  then,”  cried  Jim,  and  mounting  their  horses 
they  rode  away  toward  the  part  of  the  range  where  the  herd 

of  cattle  was.  , ,  .  -  ,  „,;1  , 

They  reached  the  herd,  but  could  not  find  Wild. 

Then  they  rode  back  to  the  camp.  .  . 

As  they  ‘neared  it  they  heard  angry  voices  coming  from 
it,  and  they  hurried  to  learn  what  was  the  trouble. 

C ruck ^  crack! 

Two  shots  rang  out  just  then,  and  then  they  knew  some¬ 
thing  was  wrong.  ,  ,  ,  .  , 

“Whoopee!”  shouted  the  scout,  and  away  he  rode  at  a  gal¬ 
lop,  followed  closely  by  Jim.  „  ,  , 

As  they  dashed  into  the  camp  they  found  but  two  men 

there. 

The  crooked  cowboys  had  gone. 

One  of  the  two  there  was  wounded  in  the  calf  of  his  leg, 
and  he  sat  on  the  ground.  t 

“What’s  ther  matter?”  called  out  Charlie,  as  he  reined  in 
his  horse. 

“Them  traitors  undertook  ter  drop  us,”  was  the  reply. 
“We  showed  ’em  that  they’d  have  ter  be  putty  soon  ter  do  it, 
an’  then  we  heard  you  fellers  cornin’.  They  lit  out  then. 
They’re  no  good,  none  of  ’em.  They’re  as  crooked  as  a  ram’s 
horn.” 

“Did  yer  fire  at  ’em?”  Charlie  asked. 

“Yes,  when  one  of  ’em  downed  Jack  I  let  one  go  at  him,” 
implied  the  man  who  was  standing.  “I  reckon  he  didn’t  git 
very  far,  either.” 

Just  then  a  groan  sounded  close  bv. 

“That’s  the  fellow,  I  guess,”  said  Jim,  and,  dismounting,  he 
hastened  to  the  spot  near  the  edge  of  the  camp. 

Sure  enough,  there  was  a  man  lying  there. 

It  was  one  of  the  crooked  gang. 

He  was  just  about  breathing  his  last,  too,  and  as  Jim 
ran  to  get  a  brand  from  the  fire,  so  he  could  see  him,  he  ex¬ 
pired. 

When  the  two  cowboys  found  that  one  of  the  villains  had 
dropped  they  simply  nodded,  while  the  wounded  one  said: 

“I  hope  it  was  ther  galoot  what  give  me  ther  bullet  in  ther 
leg.  I’m  goin’  ter  be  laid  up  two  or  three  weeks  from  this, 
an’  I  know  it.” 

“Never  mind  that.  Yer  oughter  be  glad  it  wasn’t  your’ 
heart  what  got  it,”  answered  Charlie.  “Where’s  Wild,  do*  ver. 
know  ?  ” 

“We  ain’t  seen  nothin’  of  him  since  he  went  out  right  after 
dark.” 

“It’s  mighty  queer,”  and  the  scout  looked  troubled.  “What 
are  we  goin’  ter  do,  Jim?” 

Before  Dart  could  make  a  reply  a  ci’owd  of  men  came  gal¬ 
loping  up. 

lhe\  were  the  crooked  cowboys  and  the  sheep-herders. 
Deadshot  Pete  was  leading  them,  and  as  thev  dashed  up 
he  yelled  out: 

1 1  °1  (l  uP  your  hands,  you  tame  galoots!  I’m  after  yer 

red-hot!” 

Instead  of  obeying  the  command,  our  friends  dropped  close 
to  t.ie  ground  and  got  out  of  sight  in  the  grass. 

The  wounded  cowboy  managed  to  crawl  away,  too. 

C  rack-crack!  Crack-crack-crack-crack! 

Several  shots  were  fired,  and  then  the  villainous 
turned  aside  and  dashed  around  the  camp. 

Not  one  of  the  bullets  had  found  its  mark  thouirh 
whistled  all  around  the  heads  of  the  four 

oneh„afrllhefi^they  ‘Umed  ‘°  ride 

Crack ! 

Jim  let  one  go,  and  one  of  the  herders  keeled  over 
There  were  a  few  shots  fired  by  both  sides,  but  the  villains 

ou7VsiUtnX,OUS  continue  the  and  they  were  soon 

w .  J.he>‘  did  stop  at  the  spot  where  thev  had  been  lying  >n 

vait,  but  went  right  on  to  the  ranch  Q  ^  1 


pang 

they 
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The  greyer  hud  come  after  the  boss  just  before  the 
crooked  cowboys  came  up  and  asked  for  help  to  clean  out 
t..e  four  :n  \oung  Wild  West’s  camp,  so  thev  thou  got  they 

vould  go  there,  too. 

The  \  iilain  who  had  lost  a  horse  had  been  lucky  enough 
to  catch  the  one  that  was  left  riderless,  and  so  they  rode 
in  to  the  ranch  in  a  hurry. 

Hawkins  was  terrified  when  he  heard  the  horseman  com¬ 
ing 

tie  thought  it  was  Young  W  ild  West  coming  with  his  cow- 

boys. 

-Sot  until  he  recognized  the  voice  of  Deadshot  Pete  did 

he  open  the  door. 

"What’s  ther  matter  here,  Jerry?”  Pete  demanded. 

The  body  of  the  greaser  lay  where  it  had  dropped,  and 
with  the  exception  that  there  was  a  handkerchief  over  the 
face,  it  was  just  the  same. 

The  villainous  gang  nearly  fell  over  it  w'hen  they  came  in. 

“Who  done  that?”  Pete  asked. 

“Yeung  Wild  West,”  wTas  the  reply. 

“Where  is  ther  young  galoot  now?” 

“He  got  away,”  Ike  answered,  tremblingly. 

Then  Hawkins’  wife  related  her  story  of  the  whole  affair. 

She  did  not  know  Arietta  had  escaped,  any  more  than  her 
husband  and  Ike  did. 

“I  guess  Young  Wild  W7est  won’t  git  his  gal  from  here  to¬ 
night!”  remarked  Deadshot  Pete.  “Come,  boys,  we’ll  go  an’ 
see  what  sort  of  a  looker  she  is.” 

One  of  them  took  the  lantern  and  wTent  up  into  the  attic, 
the  rest  following. 

When  they  got  there  they  were  surprised. 

“I  don’t  see  any  gal  here,”  exclaimed  Pete.  “Hey,  boss, 
where’s  ther  gal  gone?” 

“Ain’t  she  there?”  came  from  below. 

“No.”  %  v 

“\oung  Wild  West  must  have  got  away  with  her,  then.” 

They  all  came  downstairs. 

Now  that  his  partners  were  all  there  but  one,  Jig- water 
Ike  was  very  courageous. 

“I  reckon  weil  clean  up  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gang, 
won't  we,  pards?”  he  said. 

“You  bet!”  came  the  answer  from  the  four. 

“He  knows  fur  fair  that  we’re  crooked  now,  so  we  may  as 
well  let  him  have  what’s  cornin’  ter  him  straight  now.  He 
sorter  cowed  me  yisterday,  I  know,  but  to-morrer  will  be 
another  day.” 

“Well,  I  reckon  you  fellers  kin  leave  here,”  said  Hawkins, 
a  few  minutes  later.  *  “I  don’t  care  if  ther  blamed  sheep 
starve.  I  ain’t  goin’  ter  interfere  with  Young  W’ild  West, 
nor  his  land,  no  more.” 

’They  took  up  their  quarters  under  a  shed  a  couple  of  hun¬ 
dred  yards  from  the  house  and  went  to  sleep. 

It  was  just  daybreak  in  the  morning  when  Ike  awoke. 

He  got  up  in  a  hurry  and  aroused  the  rest. 

“Come,  boys!”  he  cried;  “we  must  be  up  an’  doin’.” 

They  were  soon  wide  enough  awake  to  proceed  with  what 
they  called  business. 

Ike  looked  over  at  the  house. 

There  was  no  one  stirring. 

Off  in  the  distance  the  big  flock  of  sheep  could  be  seen 
making  short  work  of  the  best  grass  on  the  range,  but  not 
a  man  was  in  sight. 

Ike  quickly  appointed  men  to  go  to  the  various  buildings 
and  set  them  on  fire. 

The  villains  seemed  glad  to  do  it. 

Soon  there  were  flames  coming  from  the  barn,  shed  and 
two  other  buildings. 

Those  in  the  house  slumbered  on,  for  it  was  very  early  in 
the  morning. 

The  flam  -  ^  gained  rapid  headway,  and  then  the  five  vil¬ 
lains  rode  away. 

“Now  fur  Champion  Range,  boys!”  cried  Ike,  exultantly,  as 
he  looked  back  at  the  flames.  “It’s  Young  Wild  West’s  turn 

ter  suffer  next.”  «. 

TT.<  un  wa  up  as  th%r  rode  out  on  the  rolling  prairie. 

A  mile  ahead  of  them  was  a  herd  of  a  thousand  cattle. 

Half  a  mile  below  the  herd  was  a  small  building  that  was 
oix  i  p  ed  by  cowboys  when  they  were  at  that  pari  of  the 

range.  »  • 

'I  n*  house  was  some  four  miles  away. 

Oiampion  Ranch  wa.  not  nearly  as  large  as  some  of  the 
fsache*  now  in  the  West, 

1  r  <  f,ve  vdiain  came  to  a  halt  and  took  a  look  at  the 
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“A  very  peaceful  sight,  ain’t  it,  boys?”  remarked  Ike, 
with  a  grin. 

“Yes,”  answered  one. 

“We  kin  make  it  a  lively  one,  I  reckon.  W7hat  do  yer  say 
if  we  start  ther  blamed  cattle  goin’,  boys  ?  ” 

“Good!”  came  from  all  hands. 

“Hold  on  a  minute!”  exclaimed  Ike,  as  he  locked  toward 
the  lone  building  on  the  prairie.  “There  comes  some  one.” 

“It’s  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  gal,  I  reckon!”  cried  one  of 
the  men,  who  had  better  sight  than  the  rest. 

“All  right,  then.  We’ll  stampede  ther  cattle  right  fur 
’em,  an’  if  they  git  run  down  an’  .trampled  ter  death,  let  ’em. 
We’ve  got  ter  git  square  somehow!” 

The  five  men  got  ready  to  start  in  their  villainous  work. 

But  they  waited  until  the  two  who  were  riding  out  over 
the  prairie  were  well  past  the  building,  so  they  could  have 
no  chance  to  get  to  it  so  as  to  be  out  of  the  way. 

They  all  could  see  that  they  were  Young  Wild  West  and 
Arietta  now,  and  they  waited  with  eagerness  to  see  what 
show  11  e  couple  would  have  against  the  cat  le. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Young  Wild  West  arose  pretty  early  the  next  morning. 

But  he  had  not  been  out  of  the  house  long  when  Arietta 
appeared. 

“Et,  what  do  you  say  to  a  ride  out  to  look  at  the  cattle 
before  breakfast?”  Wild  asked. 

“It  would  just  suit  me,  Wrild,”  she  answered. 

Wild  and  Arietta  were  certainly  enjoying  their  early 
morning  ride. 

When  they  neared  the  herd  of  cattle  they  could  not  help 
admiring  their  sleek  bodies  shining  in  the  sun,  for  they  were 
certainly  in  fine  condition. 

They  could  not  see  the  five  men  sitting  in  their  saddles  the 
other  side  of  the  herd.  , 

Past  the  cowboys’  shanty  they  rode  and  straight  up  to  the 
cattle. 

’They  were  within  a  hundred  yards  of  them  when  several 
pistol  shots  rang' out  from  the  other  side  of  the  herd. 

Up  went  a  thousand  pairs  of  horns  and  a  shudder  of  un¬ 
easiness  passed  through  the  herd. 

The  next  minute  there  was  a  surging  movement  in  the  rear 
and  then  a  fierce  bellowing  sounded. 

The  herd  of  cattle  had  started,  and  it  was  bearing  straight 
for  Wild  and  Arietta. 

“Some  one  has  stampeded  the  cattle!”  exclaimed  the  young 
Prince  of  the  Saddle.  “Come,  Et!  We  must  make  a  race  for 
it!” 

Crack!  crack! 

Two  shots  rang  out. 

The  two  horses  were  now  going  at  full  speed  straight  be¬ 
fore  the  maddened  cattle. 

There  was  no  chance  to  turn  to  the  right  or  the  left,  for 
the  line  of  bristling  horns  was  too  long. 

Crack! 

A  rifle  shot  rang  out  and  down  went  Arietta’s  horse! 

The  girl  was  agile  enough  to  land  on  her  feet,  however, 
and  as  she  looked  at  the  plunging,  rearing,  bellowing  mass 
of  live  stock  bearing  down  upon  her  a  shriek  left  her  lips. 

Wild  had  been  riding-  so  fast  that  he  got  something  like 
twenty  yards  ahead  of  her  before  he  could  stop  his  horse. 

Arietta  ran  after  him  for  her  life. 

“Save  me,  Wild!”  she  cried. 

“I  will,  Et!”  came  the  reply,  though  she  scarcely  heard 
it,  for  there  was  a  thunder-like  roar  in  her  ears. 

Young  Wild  West  saw  her  danger. 

Like  a  meteor,  the  sorrel  darted  forward. 

“Keep  cool,  Et!”  shouted  the  dashing  young  deadshot. 

A  moment  later  he  reached  her  and  caught  her  about  the 
waist. 

Away  Spitfire  galloped  with  his  double  burden. 

With  giant  leaps  he  went  over  the  ground,  and,  turning 
his  head,  Wild  saw  that  they  were  going  to  win  unless  some 
scoundrel  shot  the  noble  horse,  as  he  had  done  to  Arietta’s. 

Our  hero  held  his  revolver  in  his  hand,  and  as  his  keen 
eyes  swept  over  the  herd  he  saw  a  man  riding  close  to  the 
side  of  the  frightened  steers,  plying  a  heavy  whip. 

The  scoundrel  was  fully  fifty  yards  away,  but  Wild  raised 
Us  revolver  and  fired. 
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The  man  dropped. 

The  race  was  now  plainly  being  won  by  the  sorrel  stallion. 

When  they  were  far  enough  to  take  the  chance  Wild 
swung  off  to  the  right. 

He  escaped  that  wing  of  the  herd  by  a  full  hundred  feet, 
and  then  the  maddened  steers  went  thundering  by,  raising 
a  cloud  of  dust  that  soon  hid  them  from  sight. 

Young  Wild  West  turned  and  rode  back  in  the  direction 
the  herd  had  started  from. 

“Get  your  shooter  ready,  Et!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  am  going 
tn  punish  the  scoundrels  who  stampeded  the  herd.  I  have 
already  downed  one  of  them.  The  man  who  shot  your  horse 
is  the  one  I  want  in  particular.” 

Spitfire  was  galloping  like  the  wind  now  to  get  through 
the  dust. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  they  could  see  ahead. 

Four  men  were  grouped  less  than  two  hundred  yards 
away. 

They  were  mounted,  and  were  watching  the  result  of  their 
fiendish  work. 

They  did  not  see  the  galloping  sorrel  until  he  was  within 
a  hundred  feet  of  them. 

Young  Wild  West  had  a  revolver  in  either  hand  now  and 
Arietta  held  the  reins. 

Her  left  arm  was  about  Wild’s  waist,  and  with  that  hand 
she  held  the  reins  that  guided  the  sorrel  straight  for  the  vil¬ 
lains. 

In  her  right  was  her  own  revolver. 

“Give  it  to  them!”  cried  our  hero.  “They  are  all  that  is 
left  of  the  crooked  cowboys!” 

.  Then  both  began  firing  at  the  surprised  scoundrels. 

Before  half  a  dozen  shots  had  been  fired  all  were  on  the 
ground.  , 

The  stallion  came  to  a  halt  right  before  the  fallen  men. 

Three  of  them  were  past  all  earthly  aid,  but  the  fourth 
was  very  much  alive. 

He  was  no  other  than  Jig-water  Ike. 

The  cowardly  scoundrel  had  dropped  to  save  himself  when 
he  heard  the  bullets  whizzing  about  his  head. 

“Mercy!”  shouted  the  wicked  wretch,  holding  his  hands 
above  his  head  imploringly. 

“You’ll  get  no  mercy  here,  you  human  fiend!”  answered 
Y'oung  wild  West.  “Dismount,  Et.  and  disarm  him.  If  he 
don’t  behatve  while  you  are  doing  it  I’ll  shoot  the  eyes  out  of 
his  head!” 

The  girl  was  upon  the  ground  in  a  jiffy. 

She  took  the  weapons  from  the  scoundrel  with  no  trouble 
whatever. 

Two  horses  were  standing  near  by,  as  though  waiting  for 
their  owners  to  mount  them. 

“Get  on  one  of  those  horses,  Ike!”  commanded  Yroung  Wild 
West. 

Ike  obeyed. 

“You  take  the  other,  Et  We’ll  ride  hack  to  breakfast  now. 
I  guess  the  boys  will  o-et  the  herd  together  by  noon.  If  they 
don’t  we  can’t  help  it.” 

I  At  a  word  from  the  boy  Jig-water  Ike  turned  toward 
the  ranch. 

They  rode  back  over  the  tom  ground  until  they  came  to 
Arietta’s  horse.  The  animal  was  dead. 

She  dismounted,  and  Wild  told  Ike  to  halt  and  then  fol¬ 
lowed  her  example. 


Our  hero  took  the  saddle  and  bridle  from  the  dead  pony 
and  then  they  mounted  and  went  on. 

Half  way  to  the  house  they  were  met  by  Charlie  and  Jim. 

The  cattle  could  be  seen  in  the  distance,  scattered  all  over 
the  prairie. 

But  the  majority  of  them  had  ceased  running,  and  that 
meant  that  the  stampede  was  over. 

Many  of  them  had  been  thrown  and  trampled  to  death  by 
those  that  passed  over  them,  so  the  loss  would  figure  up 
considerable. 

The  whole  thing  was  soon  explained  to  Charlie  and  Jim. 

A  few  minutes  later  they  reached  the  house. 

All  there  knew  of  the  great  danger  that  had  threatened 
Wild  and  Arietta,  for  they  had  heard  it  from  the  cowboys 
who  had  seen  them. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  welcome  they  got  was 
a  warm  one. 

Wild  had  the  prisoner  placed  in  the  out- building  that  the 
whisky  had  been  hidden  in  and  a  guard  put  over  him. 

While  they  were  at  dinner  who  should  come  over  but  Jerry 
Hawkins. 

“I  want  ter  apologize  ter  Young  Wild  West!”  he  exclaimed, 
as  he  pushed  his  way  into  the  house. 

And  he  did  apologize,  too.  He  swore  he  would  never  again 
act  wrongly  to  a  neighbor,  and  that  if  he  was  let  off  this 
time  he  would  show  how  well  he  could  keep  his  word. 

“My  sheep  won’t  bother  yer  ag’in,”  he  declared.  “If  they 
should  get  on  your  land  jest  shoot  every  one  of  ’em,  an’  I 
won’t  say  a  word.” 

Of  course  Young  Wild  West  forgave  him. 

That  was  the  way  of  the  open,  generous-hearted  boy. 

While  they  were  talking  it  over  there  was  a  shout  from 
somewhere  behind  the  house. 

Wild  ran  to  the  kitchen  door  and  was  just  in  time  to  see 
a  dozen  cowboys  galloping  off.  , 

In  their  midst  was  a  man  with  a  lariat  about  his  neck. 

It  was  Jig-water  Ike. 

He  did  not  interfere,  but  a  little  later  he  learned  that  the 
man  had  confessed  that  it  was  he  who  had  shot  Arietta’s 
horse  from  under  her. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AT 
SIZZLING  FORK;  OR,  A  HOT  TIME  WITH  THE  CLAIM 
JUMPERS.” 
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HELP  YOUH  COUNTRY! 


THIRTY  POLICEWOMEN  FOR  WASHINGTON. 

Thirty  policewomen  are  wanted  for  Washington, 
D.  C. 

Major  Pullman,  Chief  of  Police  for  the  District 
of  Columbia,  has  asked  the  United  States  Employ¬ 
ment  Service,  Department  of  Labor,  to  obtain  the 
required  number  of  recruits  for  his  force.  His  ex¬ 
periment  in  employing  Mrs.  Leola  N.  King  as  traf¬ 
fic  officer  has  proved  a  success,  and  now,  wherever 
most  needed,  he  will  place  other  women  in  the 
crowded  streets  to  direct  vehicles  and  safeguard 
life.  And  he  has  much  other  work  for  them  to  do. 
Mrs.  King  is  the  wife  of  Capt.  E.  H.  King  of  the 
United  States  Medical  Corps,  and  long  has  been 
interested  in  social  problems. 

“We  now  have  a  Woman’s  Bureau  in  the  Police 
Department,”  said  Major  Pullman.  “Two  are  col¬ 
lege  graduates  and  two  have  had  training  as  nurses. 
One  of  my  assistants  is  the  sister  of  a  United  States 
Senator  and  another  is  a  woman  of  wealth  who  de¬ 
sires  to  help.  Mrs.  Arthur  B.  Spingarn,  who  for 
several  years  was  director  of  investigation  in  court 
work  for  the  New  York  Probation  and  Protective 
Association,  is  head  of  the  bureau. 

“No  woman  need  apply  to  the  United  States  Em¬ 
ployment  office  for  a  place  in  our  woman’s  bureau 
who  does  not  have  social  conscience  and  a  desire 
to  help  humanity.  For  the  woman  who  just  wants 
a  job  we  have  no  place.  I  want  to  elevate  the 
standard  of  police  work,  so  that  it  will  attract  wo¬ 
men  of  good  education  and  best  ability.  The  prob¬ 
lems  that  confront  us  are  often  so  delicate  and  in¬ 
tricate  that  they  can  be  properly  handled  only  by 
trained  women.  Police  work  is  something  more 
than  supplying  a  man  with  a  club  and  telling  him 
to  go  forth  and  put  all  the  bad  men  in  jail.  Our 
object  is  prevention  rather  than  punishment,  and 
it  is  because  of  the  new  appreciation  of  police 
ethics  that  the  presence  of  women  in  police  work 
is  so  necessary. 

“It  is  the  object  of  the  Woman’s  Bureau  to  handle 
most  of  the  crimes  committed  by  women  or  against 
them  and  to  investigate  conditions  that  place  girls  in 
danger.  To  this  end  the  bureau  has  made  a  survey 
of  conditions  in  Washington.  In  this  survey  have 
been  included  hotels,  rooming  places,  boarding¬ 
houses,  rest-rooms,  automobile  services,  burlesque 
shows,  dance  halls,  movies,  parks  and  playgrounds. 
Working  conditions  also  have  been  investigated.  We 
are  co-operating  with  all  the  existing  agencies  in 
rehabilitation  of  wayward  girls.  We  have  on  file 
the  record  of  every  girl  brought  to  our  attention. 
The  first  time  a  girl  commits  larceny  we  are  inter¬ 
ested  even  more  in  the  conditions  that  led  to  the 
commission  of  the  crime  than  we  are  in  the  culprit, 
because  it  is  only  by  making  a  study  of  these  condi¬ 


tions  that  we  can  liope  to  prevent  a  similar  offense. 
We  have  a  large  detention-house,  which  we  expect 
to  remodel  so  as  to  keep  juvenile  offenders  apart 
from  immoral  girls. 

“Some  of  the  things  that  I  shall  require  of  the 
thirty  policewomen  whom  I  am  asking  the  United 
States  Employment  Service  to  secure  are  to  discover 
conditions  needing  correction,  to  supervise  amuse¬ 
ment  places,  to  aid  in  locating  runaway  girls,  to  fol¬ 
low  girls  and  warn  them  of  danger,  to  befriend  girls 
whose  hom§  life  does  not  afford  protection  of  the 
right  sort,  and  to  do  personal  work  with  women  and 
girls.” 


GAS  MASK  MAKERS  FIND  OTHER  WORK. 

X^ithin  a  few  days  after  the  signing  of  the  armis¬ 
tice  hundreds  of  girls  employed  in  the  gas-mask 
factories  had  again  turned  to  the  occupations  of 
peace  times.  Many  went  back  to  the  making  of  wo¬ 
men’s  wear,  and  among  them  were  the  experts  bor¬ 
rowed  from  the  corset  factories.  These  experts  had 
proved  in  the  hour  of  national  emergency  that  their 
training  could  be  put  to  actual  life-saving  uses. 

The  transition  from  the  gas-mask  factories  and 
the  other  war  industries  has  been  accomplished,  so 
far  with  little  loss  of  time  or  money  for  the  workers, 
for  manufacturers  have  co-operated  successfully 
with  the  United  States  Employment  Service.  When 
240  women  were  to  be  released  from  the  Government 
plant  in  Long  Island  City,  the  employment  manager 
of  the  factory  telephoned  to  the  nearest  office  of  the 
Service. 

“Good,”  was  the  answer.  “Corset  factories  re¬ 
leased  from  restricted  output  by  the  War  Industries 
Board  need  skilled  operators.  Manufacturers  of 
lingerie,  waists,  neckties  and  collars  are  calling  for 
power  machine  operators-  Send  us  your  employees 
as  soon  as  you  release  them  and  we  will  place  them.” 

Thus  the  transfer  from  the  plant  products  of 
which  peace  suddenly  had  rendered  non-essential 
manufactures  was  accomplished  without  anxiety  to 
the  women  who  had  labored  at  high  pressure,  faith¬ 
fully  and  loyally,  during  monfhs  of  war. 


RETURN  OF  OUR  DEAD  FROM  ABROAD. 

Numerous  requests  are  daily  reaching  the  War 
Department  from'  the  families  and  kin  of  soldiers 
who  died  in  the  foreign  service  for  information  as 
to  the  return  of  the  bodies.  The  War  Department 
desires  to  assure  these  inquirers  that  its  policy  is  to 
bring  back  all  the  bodies  as  requested  by  relatives 
and  kin  of  the  deceased  and  to  deliver  them  wher¬ 
ever  specified.  There  will  probably  be  no  action 
taken  in  this  matter  for  some  months  because  of 
existing  regulations  in  France  and  elsewhere  pro¬ 
hibiting  removal  of  bodies  when  once  interred. 
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STANDING  BY  HIS  CHUM 


-OR- 


THE  SCHOOLBOYS  OF  RICHLAND  HALL 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  X  (Continued). 

“Still  those  were  the  orders.  We  were  to  get  him, 
dead  or  alive.” 

“They’ll  shoot  me  if  I  try  to  escape,”  thought  Sam. 
“All  the  same,  it  has  to  be  done,  and  every  minute 
makes  it  worse.  I  must  act  now.” 

It  was  time. 

The  boat  was  rapidly  leaving  the  shore. 

Sam’s  only  hope  was  to  swim  for  it,  and  the 
sooner  it  was  attempted  the  better. 

The  boy  had  no  fear  of  the  water. 

He  could  have  swam  to  the  man-of-war  if  neces¬ 
sary. 

What  he  did  dread  was  now  or  never,  Sam  sud¬ 
denly  stood  up  in  the  boat  and  began  to  yell. 

But  this  was  only  to  divert  attention. 

“Sit  down!”  cried  one  of  the  officers  in  Russian. 

“The  lad  has  gone  crazy!”  his  companion  cried. 

Sam  let  out  another  yell,  and  throwing  up  his 
hands  dove  into  the  Sound. 

It  was  done  so  suddenly  that  the  Russians  never 
dreamed  what  the  boy  intended  to  do  until  he  had 
done  it. 

“Kill  him!  Kill  him!”  Sam  heard  one  cry. 

They  would  shoot  him  when  he  rose  to  the  surface. 

Sam  knew  that  well  enough,  but  he  did  not  intend 
to  give  them  the  chance. 

A  splendid  swimmer  as  we  know,  Sam  was  as  ex¬ 
pert  under  water  as  he  was  on  the  surface. 

Away  he  shot,  passing  under  the  boat  and  making 
the  best  time  he  could,  you  had  better  believe,  when 
all  at  once  he  got  another  jolt. 

Suddenly  something  came  up  under  him,  some¬ 
thing  big  and  hard. 

Sam  sprawled  all  over  it. 

Thinking  that  it  could  only  be  a  shark  the  boy 
was  terribly  scared  and  <fid  his  best  to  detach 
himself  fom  this  new  foe. 

It  was  not  so  easily  done,  however. 

Get  away  from  the  thing,  Sam  could  not. 

A  second  later  and  he  was  out  of  the  water  and 
sprawling  on  the  monster. 

Sam  could  now  see  that  it  was  long  and  black. 

He  thought  it  was  a  whale. 

He  could  hear  tue  Russians  shouting,  and  he  knew 
that  they  thought  the  same  thing. 

But  they  had  spied  Sam,  too 


They  were  calling  out  that  the  boy  had  come 
up  on  the  back  of  a  whale. 

“Kill  him !  Kill  him !”  one  cried  in  Russian 

But  they  seemed  to  hesitate. 

Then  all  at  once  something  happened. 

Out  of  the  whale’s  back  a  cylindical  object  sud¬ 
denly  shot  up  about  four  feet. 

It  was  as  big  around  as  a  barrel,  and  there  was 
a  window  in  it. 

This  window  flew  open,  and  a  man’s  head  popped 
out. 

“What  in  thunder  are  you  doing  here?”  cried 
the  man. 

He  pulled  a  handle  and  a  broad  tongue  of  light 
shot  out. 

It  covered  Sam  as  he  sprawled  upon  the  back 
of  this  singular  monitor;  it  lit  up  the  boat  of  the 
Russians  in  the  distance. 

The  sailors  gave  a  cry  of  terror,  for  all  this  hap¬ 
pened  many  years  ago. 

And  poor  Sam  was  as  badly  scared  as  the  Rus¬ 
sians. 

What  he  had  run  up  against  the  boy  could  not 
imagine. 

Sam  now  gave  himself  up  for  lost. 

He  even  wished  himself  back  in  the  Russian  boat. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

REGGIE  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

Jack  Lane’s  bunch  got  back  to  school  without  an 
instant’s  unnecessary  delay. 

They  were  a  sorry  looking  lot  as  they  went  trail¬ 
ing  down  the  road,  for  there  was  not  a  boy  among 
them  who  was  not  drenched  to  the  skin. 

Nothing  makes  a  fellow  feel  so  cheap  as  to  have 
the  hose  turned  on  him. 

Naturally  everybody  had  a  lot  to  say  about  Mike 
Cole,  and  the  boys  vowed  that  if  they  ever  caught 
Mr.  Fishton’s  factotum  on  the  road  they  would  make 
things  as  warm  for  him  as  he  had  made  it  cool  for 
them. 

And  there  was  more  talk  about  this  end  of  their 
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adventure  than  about  the  mysterious  submarine, 
vhu  h  none  of  them  could  fairly  comprehend. 

Put  when  Dick  Dutton  and  Jack  Lane  got  back 
into  the  dormitory,  which  they  did  without  being 
discovered,  their  companions  being  equally  fortu¬ 
nate.  they  began  to  talk  of  what  they  had  seen. 

“It  some  sort  of  a  submarine  boat,  surest 
thing,"  declared  Dick;  -can  it  belong  to  Mr.  Fishton, 
do  you  suppose?” 

-To  who  else?”  demanded  Jack.  “Whoever  was 
running  the  thing  seemed  to  be  perfectly  at  home 
around  there,  and  you  saw  yourself  that  Mike  Cole 
promptly  answered  his  signals.” 

-That’s  what,  as  we  know  to  our  cost.” 

-What  are  you  going  to  do  about  it,  Dick?  Tell 
Dr  Richland?” 

-  He  ought  to  know,  but  at  the  same  time  I  don’t 
see  how  we  are  going  to  tell  him  without  giving 
ourselves  away.” 

There  was  the  rub. 

The  fact  was  that  the  boys  did  not  dare  tell  the 
doctor  unless  they  were  to  cook  up  some  lie  about 
the  business,  and  this  neither  of  them  was  willing 

to  do. 

So  the  matter  rested,  and  the  days  passed. 

Jack  told  his  his  father  when  he  went  home  on 
Friday. 

But  Dr.  Lane  was  skeptical. 

-What  yarn  is  this  you  are  giving  me,  Jack?”  he 
demanded.  “A  submarine  boat!  Nonsense!  Fish- 
ton  may  have  some  way  of  throwing  a  light  from 
the  shore.  What  business  have  you  in  his  place  any¬ 
how?  Don’t  let  this  occur  again.” 

The  trouble  was,  Jack  had  something  of  a  reputa¬ 
tion  in  his  own  home  for  telling  cock  and  bull  stories. 

His  father  scarcely  gave  the  matter  another 
thought. 

And  so  investigation  was  headed  off  in  that 
quarter. 

Another  week  passed  and  nothing  was  done. 

The  following  Saturday  was  a  red  letter  day  with 
the  boys  of  Richland  Hall. 

Nellie  Lane  had  decided  to  give  a  picnic,  late  as  it 
was  in  the  season,  and  all  her  brother’s  set  at  the 
school  received  invitations. 

The  plan  was  to  go  over  to  Gull  island,  which  was 
located  about  half  a  mile  off  shore  east  of  Castleton. 

A  little  box  of  a  pleasure  steamer,  called  the  J. 
F.  Pillsbury,  was  chartered,  and  every  preparation 
for  a  good  time  was  made. 

It  was  just  such  a  gathering  as  Reggie  Van  Dorn 
had  suggested,  but  Reggie  was  not  invited,  and  the 
last  thing  Dick  and  Jack  thought  of  was  just  the 
same. 

The  day  was  astonishingly  warm  for  the  season, 
positively  hot  in  fact. 

Dick  and  Jack  did  not  go  over  to  the  island  on  the 

Pillsbory. 

The  Ruby  had  again  been  put  into  commission, 
and  c  Jack  thought  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to 
hri  i  h'-r  on  hand  so  as  to  give  the  girls  a  sail  dur- 
J'g  the  day,  to  say  nothing  of  doing  a  little  fishing 


in  case  the  snapping  mackerel  were  running,  he  in¬ 
vited  Dick,  with  whom  he  was  now  on  the  best  of 
terms  again,  and  Joe  Valentine  to  go  along  with 
him  on  the  little  yacht,  which  really  belonged  to 
him,  and  not  to  his  sister. 

The  three  boys  started  early,  and  riding  over  to 
Castleton  on  their  wheels,  put  off  on  the  Ruby  be¬ 
fore  the  Pillsbury  left. 

Jim  Johnson  yas  not  in  evidence  this  trip,  for 
Jack  proposed  to  run  the  Ruby  himself. 

They  had  scarcely  got  away  from  shore  when  they 
ran  right  into  a  school  of  snapping  mackerel,  as 
the  young  bluefish  are  called  on  the  north  shore 
of  Long  Island. 

The  boys  stopped  to  throw  out  their  lines,  and 
made  a  good  haul,  which  helped  out  the  picnic  din¬ 
ner  a  lot.  ' 

In  due  time  the  Pillsbury  arrived,  and  the  day 
was  pleasantly  spent. 

There  were  all  sorts  of  games  and  dancing  in 
the  pavillion. 

Dick  devoted  himself  to  Nellie  Lane,  and,  of 
course,  Sam  Sloan’s  mysterious  disappearance  was 
discussed. 

Nellie  was  equally  positive  with  Dick  that  she 
had  seen  him  in  Mr.  Fishton’s  automobile,  and 
thought  that  something  ought  to  be  done  about  it, 
but  as  no  one  seemed  willing  to  act  they  could  not 
decide  what  to  do. 

During  the  day  Reggie  Van  Dom  and  his  yacht 
were  much  in  evidence. 

A  dozen  times  it  went  darting  past  the  island,  and 
its  owner  could  be  seen  on  deck  in  a  fancy  yacht¬ 
ing  suit,  pacing  up  and  down. 

It  looked  as  if  Reggie  wanted  to  be  invited  to 
join  the  picnickers,  but  as  no  one  hailed  him  he  had 
to  take  it  out  in  looking. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  Dick,  Jack  and  Joe  found 
themselves  out  in  the  Ruby  with  Nellie,  Fanny  Fox 
and  Jennie  Lisle,  pretty  Castleton  girls,  and  a  very 
merry  party  they  were  until  trouble  struck  them. 

Jack  ran  off  more  than  a  mile  from  the  island,  and 
was  just  thinking  of  returning  when  suddenly  dark 
clouds  began  to  gather  and  the  wind  rose  to  warn 
him  that  if  he  expected  to  escape  a  wetting  he  better 
lose  no  time. 

But  this  was  only  part. 

Jack  tacked  for  the  island,  and  was  doing  well 
enough,  although  the  storm  was  close  upon  them, 
when  all  of  a  sudden  the  unpleasant  discovery  was 
made  that  water  was  rising  about  their  feet. 

“Why,  we  have  sprung  a  leak!”  cried  Fanny. 

“I  should  say  we  had,”  echoed  Joe  Valentine. 
“For  heaven’s  sake  what  is  all  this,  Lane?  Is  your 
old  tub  going  to  pieces  then?” 

Nellie  and  her  brother  were  terribly  chagrined 
as  well  as  a  good  deal  alarmed. 

For  the  Ruby  was  an  old  tub,-  and  both  knew  it. 

Truth  told,  the  little  craft  should  long  before 
have  been  broken  up  for  kindling  wood. 

(To  be  continued). 
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WOMEN  EARN  $8  A  DAY. 

Women  and  girls  figure  quite  extensively  in  the 
matter  of  picking  potatoes,  and  they  prove  good 
workers,  writes  a  Presque  Isle,  Me.,  correspondent. 
It  is  not  unusual  for  them  to  earn  from  $6  to  $8  and 
$8.50  a  day.  Some  work  by  the  day  for  $4.50  to.  $5 
and  board.  Some  work  at  15  cents  a  barrel. 


HOE  BETTER  THAN  GUN. 

Even  as  the  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword,  so  is 
the  grubbing  hoe  mightier  than  the  gun. 

Citizens  at  Detroit,  near  Albany,  have  demon¬ 
strated  this.  *A  200  pound  bear  dropped  in  on  a  war 
garden,  driven  from  the  woods  by  a  forest  fire. 

A  State  Ranger  emptied  his  revolver  at  the  bear, 
but  bruin  didn’t  seem  to  mind  it  at  all.  Then  the 
war  gardener  walloped  the  bear  with  a  grubbing  hoe 
and  the  beastie  keeled  over,  turned  up  his  toes  and 
“quit.” 


SEVEN  AMERICANS  DROWN. 

One  officer  and  six  men  of  the  American  destroyer 
Lansdale  were  drowned  Dec.  7  when  attempting  to 
rejoin  their  ship,  according  to  a  Havas  despatch 
from  Tangier.  They  were  of  a  party  of  thirty  of¬ 
ficers  and  men  whd  had  spent  the  day  in  the  Moroc¬ 
can  seaport,  and  were  returning  to  the  Lansdale 
when  their  boat  capsized  in  a  heavy  sea. 

The  destroyer  Lansdale  was  launched  at  Quincy, 
Mass.,  on  July  22  last.  The  destroyer  was  named  in 
memory  of  Lieut.  Philip  Van  Horn  Lansdale,  U.  S. 
N.,  who  was  killed  while  suppressing  andnsurrec- 
tion  in  1899. 


.  INTERRUPTS  HIS  FUNERAL. 

When  Charles  Tifft.  son  of  the  City  Treasurer  and 
a  former  broker  of  Springfield,  Mass,,  was  taken 
ill  with  influenza  at  Camp  Zachary  Taylor  the  man 
on  the  hospital  cot  next  to  him  died. 

Through  some  mistake  the  dead  man  was  listed 
as  Mr.  Tifft  and  the  body  shipped  home  following 
a  telegram  announcing  Mr.  Tifft’s  death. 

The  family  was  gathered  at  Mr.  Tifft’s  home  to 
comfort  his  supposed  widow  when  a  telegram  came 
from  the  real  Mr.  Tifft  saying  that  he  was  recover¬ 
ing  from  the  “flu"  and  vras  coming  home  on  a  fur¬ 
lough. 


CANADA’S  16-MILE  TUNNEL  WILL  PIERCE 

ROCKIES. 

The  Simplon  tunnel,  the  longest  railway  tunnel  in 
the  world,  was  completed  in  1905.  It  is  12  1-2  miles 
in  length,  and  gives  France  and  Switzerland  direct 
communication  by  rail  with  Milan,  Italy.  The  Sim¬ 
plon  tunnel,  however,  is  destined  to  lose  its  suprem¬ 
acy  when  the  great  Canadian  project  of  piercing  the  ' 


Rocky  Mountains  at  Kicking  Horse  Pass  is  com¬ 
pleted.  The  eastern  portal  of  this  tunnel,  sixteen 
miles  in  length,  will  be  in  Alberta,  and  the  western 
end  in  British  Columbia.  It  will  be  about  3  1-2 
miles  longer  than  the  Simplon. 


HAS  WALKED  MANY  MILES. 

Not  only  does  John  Schurger,  eighty  years  of  age, 
bear  the  distinction  of  having  made  the  first  abstract 
in  Adams  County,  and  of  being  the  oldest  abstractor 
and  lawyer  actively  engaged  in  this  profession,  but 
he  is  probably  the  greatest  walker  in  the  country. 

In  the  fifty-two  years  that  he  has  lived  west  of 
Decatur,  Ind.,  a  distance  of  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
the  court  house,  he  has  walked  to  and  from  work 
every  day,  and  made  the  round  trip  twice  to  three 
times  on  Sundays.  A  rough  estimate  makes  his 
average  walk  a  year  1,251  miles,  or  for  the  fifty-two 
years,  65,052  miles  or  nearly  three  times  the  dis¬ 
tance  around  the  globe.  It  is  only  in  the  last  year 
that  he  has  consented  to  ride. 

Mr.  Schurger,  who  is  familiarly  known  as  Uncle 
John,  was  engaged  in  the  butcher  business  in  this 
city  previously  to  being  elected  County  Recorder  in 
1875,  an  office  he  held  for  eight  years.  He  became 
an  abstractor  of  titled  and  lawyer  in  1882.  He  is 
a  member  of  St.  Mary’s  Catholic  Church  of  this  city, 
and  in  the  fifty-two  years  he  has  missed  going  to 
church  only  three  times.  Twice  were  Sundays  that 
his  family  was  quarantined  for  smallpox  and  the 
third  was.  Jan.  13,  last  winter,  when  snowdrifts 
made  the  way  impossible. 


FIND  MAN’S  SKELETON. 

The  mysterious  disappearance  of  Smith  Flohr.  an 
eighty-two-year-old  mountaineer  of  Fountaindale, 
near  Waynesboro,  Pa.,  who  had  been  missing  since 
Aug.  20  and  for  whom  a  search  covering  the  Blue 
Ridge  Mountains  for  miles  around  has  been  going 
on  since,  was  solved  when  two  lumbermen,  John 
Brown  and  Solomon  Monn,  while  passing  through  a 
densely  wooded  section  of  the  mountains  near  Old 
Forge,  stumbled  across  the  skeleton  of  a  man.  Near 
by  a  hat  and  coat  enabled  the  discoverers  of  the 
body  to  identify  it  as  that  of  Flohr. 

On  the  day  of  the  old  mountaineer’s  disappear¬ 
ance  he  had  been  visiting  a  son,  Irvin  S.  Flohr,  at 
Mountaindale,  and  decided  toward  evening  to  make 
his  way  across  to  Blue  Ridge  Summit,  where  another 
son,  D.  S.  1  lohr,  lived.  Despite  efforts  to  dissuade 
him,  Flohr  started  out  across  the  mountains.  From 
that  moment  until  his  skeleton  was  discovered  alMHit 
a  mile  fiom  the  main  mountain  road,  his  where¬ 
abouts  puzzled  the  countryside.  It  is  now  assumed 
that  he  became  confused,  wandered  into  the  thicket 
and  after  becoming  exhausted,  collapsed  and  later 
died  of  starvation. 
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GIRL  DRAWS  SHIP  HULLS. 

Although  only  nineteen  years  old,  Miss  Esther  M. 
Dill  of  Seattle  enjoys  the  distinction  of  draught¬ 
ing  plans  for  United  States  ships.  She  is  quite  sure 
:  draughting  hulls — hulls  are  her  specialty — is 
;ust  a  little  better  than  any  other  part  of  the  work 
of  planning  Uncle  Sam’s  great  vessels.  Miss  Dill 
is  rated  in  the  draughting  department  at  the  Puget 
Sound  Navy  Yard  on  the  same  basis  as  any  man  in 
the  shops. 


RIVER  TAKES  LAND. 

The  Missouri  River,  which  has  been  cutting  heav¬ 
ily  above  Yankton,  S.  D.,  for  two  years  past,  has 
been  doing  swift  work  of  late. 

A  mile  of  an  old  used  road,  once  the  Yankton  & 
Norfolk  railroad  grade,  has  gone  into  the  river.  The 
fine  farm  of  A.  P.  Johnston,  170  acres,  is  all  gone 
but  three  acres.  Henry  Buckhart  has  moved  be¬ 
cause  60  acres  he  farmed  are  all  washed  away.  It 
now  appears  as  if  the  Missouri  would  soon  finish  all 
the  bottom  land  adjacent  to  the  city  on  the  south, 
bringing  the  stream  close  to  Yankton  once  more, 
where  it  used  to  be  40  years  ago. 


-BABY  SPECIALS”  A  SUCCESSFUL  INNOVA¬ 
TION. 

The  recent  employment  of  especially  equipped 
motor  trucks,  sent  out’by  the  Child  Welfare  Com¬ 
mittees  of  the  Council  of  National  Defense,  as  aids 
in  carrying  out  the  Children’s  Year  program  of  the 
Children’s  Bureau,  United  States  Department  of 
Labor,  has  proved  a  successful  innovation. 

These  “Baby  Specials,”'  as  they  are  called,  are 
placed  in  charge  of  a  trained  and  salaried  nurse,  and 
are  completely  equipped  with  the  necessary  appli¬ 
ances  for  the  scientific  weighing  and  measuring  of 
children  under  six  years  of  age. 

As  a  means  of  helping  to  give  to  the  country  baby 
the  same  chance  for  health  betterment  that  is  en¬ 
joyed  by  its  little  urban  neighbor,  and  of  bringing 
to  the  attention  of  mothers  in  widely  separated  com¬ 
munities  the  necessity  for  all  hygienic  precautions, 
the  use  of  these  motor  trucks  is  expected  to  prove 
of  great  value. 


FIRST  ARTIFICIAL  TEETH. 

It  rnay  not  be  generally  known  that  the  father  of 
his  country  was  the  first  American  to  wear  artificial 
teeth.  By  the  time  the  War  of  the  Revolution  had 
ended  he  had  parted  company  with  most  of  the  out¬ 
fit  which  nature  had  given  him.  An  ingenious 
phyhioian  and  dentist  of  New  York  City  undertook 
the  then  unusual  task  of  re-equipment  and  produced 
at  length  a  full  set  of  artificial  teeth.  These  are  now, 
of  co  it  sc,  a  dental  curiosity,  and  offer  an  additional 


proof  of  the  heroism  of  our  first  President,  for  it  is 
a  matter  of  fact  that  General  Washington  wore  those 
teeth  for  many  years  and,  so  far  as  we  know,  never 
complained  of  them.  The  teeth  were  carved  from 
ivory,  and  riveted,  wired  and  clamped  to  a  somewhat 
ponderous  gold  plate.  Three  large  clamps,  in  par¬ 
ticular,  figure  conspicuously  in  the  roof  of  the  mouth, 
and  must  have  caused  difficulty,  if  not  anguish. 
There  were  an  upper  and  an  under  set;  and  the  two 
were  connected  and  held  in  position  relatively  by  a 
long  spiral  spring  on  each  side.  Nevertheless,  Wash¬ 
ington  wore  them  long  and  well ;  a  fact  sufficiently 
attested  by  the  worn  and  dinted  condition  of  both 
teeth  and  plate.  At  the  last  account  these  teeth 
were  the  property  of  a  dental  institution  in  Balti¬ 
more. 


A  MILE  OF  PENNIES. 

“Wanted — A  Mile  of  Pennies,”  is  the  new  slogan 
of  the  Surveyors’  Customs  Association,  Port  of  New 
York,  a  patriotic  organization  of  employees  of  the 
Surveyors’  Department  that  has  participated  in 
every  campaign  backing  up  the  war.  This  is  not 
an  idle  catch  phrase.  The  1,500  surveyors,  ap¬ 
praisers  and  inspectors  know  what  they  want,  why 
they  want  it  and  have  literally  “gone  out  after  the 
coin.”  It  is  a  race  against  time,  the  object  being  to 
get  6,080.27  feet — the  linear  mile  of  the  United 
States  Coast  Survey — in  one  cent  pieces.  Half  the 
distance  has  been  covered  and  unless  the  Sub-Treas¬ 
ury  carries  out  its  threat  to  shut  off  the  supply  of 
coppers  the  goal  will  be  reached  in  a  walk,  they  de¬ 
clare.  The  Salvation  Army  is  the  beneficiary  of  the 
novel  campaign,  which  is  the  direct  outcome  of  the 
tribute  of  hundreds  of  returning  soldiers. 

“Our  men  are  the  first  to  greet  the  incoming 
troops,”  said  James  S.  Long  of  the  Surveyor’s  Office. 
“The  gratitude  and  affection  expressed  by  the 
wounded  and  others  inspired  the  idea  of  a  Christmas 
testimonial  of  esteem  from  the  Customs  Office.  Sur¬ 
veyor  Thomas  E.  Rush  strongly  indorsed  the  move¬ 
ment.  We  secured  6,000  cards  and  $50  in  pennies 
as  a  start  in  making  change.  We  have  now  two 
strong  boxes  of  filled  out  cards  aggregating  over 
$500  and  letters  and  checks  coming  in  which  will  be 
turned  into  coin  as  rapidly  as  possible.  The  Salva¬ 
tion  Army  is  a  name  to  conjure  money  out  of  a 
miser’s  pocket.  We  hope  to  raise  $1,000.” 

The  cards  used  are  narrow  strips  a  foot  in  length 
with  slits  at  intervals  of  an  inch.  Edges  touching, 
it  takes  sixteen  cents  to  the  foot.  Keen  rivalry  and 
enthusiasm  are  shown  by  the  teams  in  “measuring 
up”  results.  The  campaign,  which  began  Dec.  9, 
has  been  carried  on  only  among  the  customs  em¬ 
ployees  and  their  friends  with  the  aid  of  such  con¬ 
tributions  as  are  volunteered. 
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A  FRUIT  LUBRICANT. 

A  new  fruit  containing  a  large  percentage  of  oil 
has  been  discovered  in  the  region  of  Torreon,  and  is 
known  by  the  name  of  “chichopoxtle,”  says  the  Engi¬ 
neer.  Experiments  show  that  25  per  cent,  of  its 
contents  consist  of  oil  of  great  value  in  industrial 
pursuits  requiring  a  lubricant  of  high  quality. 


NETTLE  FARMING  FOR  U.  S. 

At  Zehlendorf,  near  Berlin,  there  is  a  large  nettle 
farm  where  the  weeds,  planted  this  spring,  have 
grown  to  a  man’s  height.  This  nettle-growing  busi¬ 
ness  is  carried  on  under  the  auspices  of  the  war  raw 
materials  section  of  the  War  Department  in  Berlin,, 
and  25,000  persons  find  employment  in  collecting  the 
young  plants  in  all  parts  of  the  country. 

At  the  present  time  there  are  in  Germany  about 
100  nettle  fibre  textile  works,  where  the  dried  stalks 
are  woven  into  cloth. 


A  FIGHT  WITH  BEARS. 

Nessay  Phillips,  who  lives  a  few  miles  across  the 
line  in  Canada,  came  to  Eureka,  Mont.,  recently  for 
medical  treatment  for  wounds  received  in  a  fight 
with  three  bears,  who  charged  on  him  before  he  was 
aware  there  were  any  bears  in  the  vicinity.  Phillips 
shot  one  through  the  head  and  fought  the  other  two 
with  his  hunting  knife  and  the  butt  of  his  gun, 
knocking  one  over  the  cliff.  The  third  was  killed 
with  his  hunting  knife,  and  hunters  who  visited 
the  scene  later  report  that  it  had  thirty  holes  in  its 
body. 


DRAWN  DOWN  BY  AN  ALLIGATOR. 

“Yes,  I’ve  shot  any  number  of  alligators.  The 
swamp  immediately  in  the  rear  of  my  quarters  at 
Belize  abounded  with  them,  and  I  often  popped  off 
one  in  the  early  morning  from  my  veranda.  They 
proved  uninteresting  prey,  however,  always  giving 
up  the  ghost  at  the  first  discharge;  but  still  I  can 
tell  you  quite  a  tragic  incident  connected  with  the 
brutes  which  occurred  under  my  very  eyes.  You 
know  that  I  was  stationed  at  Orange  Walk,  British 
Honduras,  for  several  months.  The  name  of  the 
place  sounds  pretty  enough,  but  that’s  all  there  is 
pretty  about  it.  It  is,  in  fact,  nothing  but  a  wretched 
Spanish  Indian  village. 

“In  connection  with  the  latter  pursuit,  we  were 
in  the  habit  of  riding  occasionally  to  a  village  called 
San  Estevan,  situated  some  twenty  miles  distant  on 
the  New  river,  but  on  the  far  side  from  Orange 
Walk,  so  that  we  had  to  cross  the  river  in  order  to 
get  there.  This  we  did  sometimes  at  Orange  Walk, 
sometimes  at  San  Estevan,  just  as  the  whim  seized 
us.  There  was  no  bridge  or  regular  ferry  at  either  ( 
place,  so  that  our  method  of  crossing  was  by  means  i 


of  a  canoe,  while  our  horses  swam  behind.  As  the 
canoe  would  not  hold  more  than  two  at  a  time,  the 
ferryman  and  passenger,  this  crossing  was  a  work 
of  time,  more  especially  when  any  of  the  horses 
elected  to  be  fractious. 

“On  the  occasion  of  which  I  am  about  to  speak 
we  had  decided  to  ride  down  on  our  own  side  of  the 
river  and  cross  over  at  San  Estevan,  as  the  rainy 
season  was  over  and  the  track  in  question  was 
decidedly  the  better  of  the  two.  After  a  few  hours’ 
enjoyable  riding  through  the  forest’s  pleasant  shade 
we  arrived  at  the  crossing  and  shouted  for  the  ne¬ 
gro  to  take  us  over.  He  soon  put  in  an  appearance, 
and  we  were  all  soon  safely  landed  on  the  opposite 
shore,  the  horses  seemingly  enjoying  their  cool  swim 
after  the  journey.  We  were  saddling  our  horses  pre¬ 
paratory  to  remounting,  when  we  saw  a  native  sugar 
planter,  or  ranchero,  come  trotting  down  to  the 
opposite  shore.  He  presented  quite  a  contrast  to  us 
in  his  picturesque  and  splendid  costume.  It  is  need¬ 
less  to  describe  it.  Every  one  knows  the  velvet 
garments  trimmed  with  gold  lace  and  buttons,  the 
beautiful  embroidered  linen,  huge  silver  spurs  and 
broad  sombrero  of  t  he  typical  Mexican-  He  was 
mounted  on  a  spirited  little  white  horse,  which  con¬ 
trasted  favorably  with  his  black  costume.  The  ferry¬ 
man  was  about  to  put  off  to  bring  him  over,  when 
he  took  to  the  water,  and  the  gallant  beast  started 
on  his  journey  bravely  and  resolutely. 

“We  all  stood  mechanically  watching  him,  none  of 
us,  I  believe,  apprehending  any  mishap,  when  the 
horse  uttered  a  'shrill  scream  of  pain  and  terror, 
while  he  was  perceptibly  sinking  lower  and  lower  in 
the  water.  His  rider,  with  blanched  face  and  staring 
eyeballs,  seemed  to  be  struggling  to  disengage  him¬ 
self  from  his  sinking  steed,  but  he,  too,  suddenly 
gave  a  fearful  scream  and  slowly  sank  from  view. 
For  a  moment  no  one  moved  or  spoke,  but  all  stood 
gazing  spellbound  at  the  spot  where  so  lately  had 
been  a  human  being  full  of  life  and  gayety,  while 
his  sombrero  floated  slowly  down  the  sullen  stream.  - 
A  moment  later  Coleman  and  I  had  sprung  into  the 
canoe,  I  peering  anxiously  over  the  prow  while  he 
wielded  the  paddle  in  frantic  haste,  neither  of  us, 
however,  entertaining  any  hopes  of  doing  any  good. 
For  a  few  moments  we  paused  in  midstream,  intent¬ 
ly  watching  the  water’s  surface,  till  a  succession  of 
dark  crimson  rings  rising  to  the  surface  confirmed 
our  worst  fears  and  left  no  doubt  as  to  the  terrible 
fate  of  the  Mexican. 

“Whether  the  saurians  were  attracted  by  our 
crossing  over,  and  arrived  in  time  to  make  a  meal 
of  the  unfortunate  rancher,  I  don’t  know,  but  we 
decided  to  recross  at  Orange  Walk,  and  l  swore  that 
if  my  horse  Jack  got  over  safely  he  should  never 
enter  that  accursed  stream  again.  Ho  never  did.” 
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DAYLIGHT  BANDITS  ROB  BANK. 

Two  masked  men  followed  the  cashier  and  teller 
of  the  First  National  Bank  of  Bridgeville,  near  Pitts¬ 
burg.  as  the  latter  entered  the  building  the  other 
morning,  bound  the  cashier  and  forced  the  teller  at 
points  of  revolvers  to  open  the  safe,  which  they 
looted  of  $19,000  in  cash  and  Liberty  bonds,  then 
escaped  in  an  automobile. 

As  hundreds  of  persons  were  passing  Seventh 
street  and  Penn  avenues  in  the  heart  of  the  busi¬ 
ness  district  at  9  o’clock  this  morning  Elmer  I. 
Vinyard,  oil  operator  of  Tulsa,  Okla.,  was  held  up 
by  two  bandits  and  robbed  of  $200  in  cash.  The 
robbers,  who  were  armed,  escaped  in  the  crowd. 


GET  A  MONTH’S  PAY  AS  THEY  QUIT  CAMP. 

Soldiers  being  discharged  from  camps  are  to  re¬ 
ceive  one  month’s  pay  and  a  transportation  allow¬ 
ance  of  3  1-2  cents  a  mile  from  the  demobilization 
point  to  their  home  town,  the  State  Defense  Council 
was  advised  the  other  day.  Their  railroad  tickets 
will  cost  them  2  cents  a  mile  by  the  most  direct 
route  home. 

Washington  officials  have  asked  that  this  informa¬ 
tion  be  published  widely  in  order  to  remove  uncer¬ 
tainty  as  to  arrangements  for  transporting  dis¬ 
charged  soldiers.  Demobilization  will  be  from  the 
nearest  army  camp  to  the  home  section  of  the  ma¬ 
jority  of  men  in  each  unit. 

Everything  that  can  be  done  to  get  soldiers  back 
home  in  comfort  and  find  them  jobs  is  being  done. 


SIBERIA,  LAND  OF  BEAUTY. 

Siberia  is  a  most  beautiful  place,  the  parallel  of 
which  you  can  scarcely  find  elsewhere.  In  winter 
the  groves  of  white  birches  on  the  wide  stretch  of 
pure  snow  lit  by  moonlight  is  a  scene  most  holy  and 
sublime.  And  the  lake  of  Kaikal,  with  its  depth  of 
6,000  feet  the  severest  winter  can  never  deprive  of 
i  warmth.  The  River  Selenga  that  flows  out  of  it 
never  freezes  and  the  water  is  pure  as  crystal. 

But  the  more  glorious  season  is  certainly  summer. 
Summer  is  early  in  Siberia.  In  late  June  the  whole 
verdure  blooms  out  in  wild  luxury,  and  for  thousands 
of  miles  the  plain  is  covered  with  a  glorious  caipe 
of  wild  flowers— yellow,  crimson,  purple  and  what 
r  ot.  I  have  never  seen  the  equal  in  the  world.  e 
4 ropics  cannot  beat  it;  the  cherries  of  Yoshmo, 
'  never! 


SWIMMING  1000  FEET  WITH  A  SHARK 

ALONGSIDE. 

That  the  shark  is  the  greatest  coward  in  the 
world  is  the  opinion  of  Captain  P.  J.  Fraser  who 
has  made  many  voyages  between  New  York  and 
Bermuda  that  he  lost  count  long  ago,  and  who  is 


personally  known  to  probably  half  a  million  Amer¬ 
ican  tourists. 

“I  first  had  occasion  to  find  this  out  about  forty- 
two  years  ago,”  said  the  Captain,  ‘‘and  I  have  had 
many  proofs  of  it  since.  I  swam  a  fifth  of  a  mile  or 
more  with  a  man-eater  alongside  of  me  and  he  did 
not  even  suggest  taking  a  bite.  It  was  in  Hong  Kong 
harbor  and  I  was  a  junior  on  board  the  American 
sailing  ship  Conquest.  I  wanted  to  get  to  the  sailing 
ship  Messenger,  lying  about  2,000  feet  away,  to  visit 
Captain  Wilkie,  whose  second  I  was  to  be  in  a  forth¬ 
coming  duel.  Swimming  seemed  the  easier  way, 
for  the  weather  was  warm  and  the  water  inviting. 

‘T  heard  those  on  the  Conquest  yelling  something 
at  me  when  I  was  a  good  thousand  feet  away,  but  it 
was  a  little  while  before  I  realized  that  they  were 
trying  to  warn  me  of  the  approach  of  a  shark.  The 
fish  was  coming  from  the  direction  I  was  going,  but 
I  did  not  know  that.  All  I  thought  of  was  to  get 
back  to  my  own  ship  as  quickly  as  I  could.  After  I 
had  turneef  around  and  was  swimming  desperately 
back  again  I  suddenly  saw  my  friend  the  shark 
alongside.  I  was  going  strong  and  so  was  he,  but 
with  less  effort  than  I  was  putting  forth. 

“Whether  I  was  making  faces  in  my  terror  or 
what  it  was,  I  do  not  know ;  but  that  shark  seemed 
to  look  at  me,  sort  of  interestedly,  without  ever  mak¬ 
ing  the  least  move  to  attack  me.  How  I  got  up  to 
the  deck  of  the  Conquest  I  do  not  remember.  I  did 
not  even  know  it  at  the  time.  But  when  I  got  to 
the  deck  the  boys  told  me  that  I  had  deliberately 
turned  around  and  accompanied  the  shark,  for  the 
fish  had  never  for  a  moment  altered  his  route,  al¬ 
though  he  seemed  quite  content  to  have  me  for  a 
swimming  pal.  He  seemed  not  to  have  paid  much 
attention  to  me — though  I  undoubtedly  paid  a  lot 
of  attention  to  him  in  my  fright,  which  probably 
saved  me.  It  was  eight  years  before  I  took  another 
swim  in  strange  waters. 

“Some  years  later,  ip  Montego  Bay,  I  watched  a 
huge  shark — the  biggest  I  ever  saw — waste  a  whole 
hour  manoeuvring  around  a  dead  turtle,  first  mov¬ 
ing  in  from  one  angle,  then  from  another,  and  fright¬ 
ened  to  death  when  the  wash  of  the  sea  suddenly 
caused  the  dead  turtle  to  swing  over.  He  was  just 
a  big  coward,  and  when  I  made  a  sudden  noise  from 
the  boat  I  was  in  he  swam  away  as  quickly  as  a 
wink,  only  to  come  sneaking  along  from  another  di¬ 
rection. 

“While  I  would  not,  wantonly,  take  a  dive  in  shark 
infested  waters,  just  by  way  of  showing  how  nervy 
I  am,  I  would  not  hesitate  to  dive  overboard  to  rescue 
a  person  who  could  not  swim,  no  matter  how  many 
sharks  there  were  about.  I  know  that  those  big  fish 
will  keep  away  from  you  as  long  as  you  face  them 
and  keep  your  wits  about  you.  And  if  you  can  think 
of  making  grimaces  at  them  you  will  be  all  the 
safer.” 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

Teh  thousand  servant  girls  at  Stuttgart,  the  cap¬ 
ital  of  Wuerttemberg,  were  mobilized  recently  to  help 
unload  railroad  freight  cars.  Each  has  to  give 
one  day  or  two  half  days  a  week  to  this  work.  They  ! 
are  paid  men’s  wages. 


Smoke  from  the  recent  forest  fires  in  Minnesota 
filled  the  air  in  Fremont,  Neb.,  and  vicinity  on  the 
day  of  the  fire,  and  for  several  days  after.  The  smell 
of  the  burning  pine  was  very  distinct.  Fremont  is 
600  miles  from  the  scene  of  the  fire. 


Sergt.  Frank  Erotsky  of  Copley,  Ind.,  has  the 
pleasure  of  wearing  the  gold  star  placed  in  the  serv¬ 
ice  flag  at  his  home  when  he  was  “killed  in  action'’  in 
France.  Erotsky  walked  in  on  his  family  the  other 
day  with  a  remark  that  he  “was  not  dead,  as  re¬ 
ported-”  After  being  severely  gased  in  an  attack 
he  was  sent  to  a  hospital,  and  on  recovery  was  sent 
back  to  this  country  to  help  in  training  new  men. 


On  authority  of  the  office  of  the  Surgeon  General 
of  the  army,  it  is  said  that  there  may  be  less  than 
fifty  American  soldiers  who  suffered  total  blindness 
from  wounds  received  in  action.  This  is  considered 
a  rejnarkable  record  for  the  number  of  men  engaged, 
and  the  intensity  of  the  fighting  in  the  sectors  where 
Americans  were  engaged.  Up  to  last  week  eighteen 
men  blinded  in  the  war  had  been  returned  to  this 
country. 


Expenditures  for  the  U.  S.  Army  for  the  fiscal 
year  ending  June  30,  1918,  were  $5,645,000,000,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  annual  report  of  the  Treasurer  of  the 
United  States  for  1918,  issued  on  Nov.  29.  Accord¬ 
ing  to  the  same  authority  it  cost  $1,368,000,000  for , 
the  Navy,  and  $1,516,000,000  for  the  civil  govern¬ 
ment  p?*oper.  The  Shipping  Board  spent  $862,000,- 
000  and  $181,000,000  was  paid  out  in  pensions,  a 
total  of  $9,572,000,000.  The  public  debt  on  June 
30  was  $12,396,000,000 


New  York  Cty  during  the  war  has  become  one  oi 
the  world’s  great  centres  of  the  diamond  trade.  The 
United  States  now  buys  almost  the  entire  output  oi 
the  South  African  diamond  mines,  \yhich  supply  95 
per  cent,  of  the  world’s  diamonds.  Several  diamond 
cutting  factories  have  been  established  in  New  York 
and  large  numbers  of  cutters  are  flocking  here  from 
Antwerp  and  Amsterdam,  which  formerly  held  prac¬ 
tically  a  monopoly  of  the  diamond  cutting  industry. 
The  diamond  headquarters  of  the  West  are  in 
Chicago.  It  is  said  more  cut  and  uncut  diamonds 
are  housed  in  the  Columbus  Memorial  Building  in 
Chicago  than  in  any  one  building  in  the  world. 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

“Say,  do  you  know  why  the  automobile  does  not 
run?”  “No.  Why?”  Because  its  wheels  are  tired.” 


Discontented  Wife — Several  of  the  men  whom  I 

refused  when  I  married  you  are  richer  than  you  now. 

Husband — That’s  why. 

/  _  * 

“Tommy,  mother  has  letters  to  write.  Won’t  you 
please  be  quiet?”  “Yes,  muvver,  if  you’ll  give  me  my 
drum  to  play  with.” 


Mother — What’s  little  sister  crying  for?  Willie — 
She  dug  a  hole  in  the  yard,  and  she’s  cryin’  ’cause 
she  can’t  take  it  into  the  house  with  her. 


The  teacher  was  asking  questions.  She  said : 
“Now,  pupils,  how  many  months  have  twenty-eight 
days?”  All  of  them,  teacher,”  replied  the  boy  on 
the  front  seat. 


Weary  traveler  (at  railway  station  on  a  north- 
country  line) — is  there  a  cemetery  here?  Porter — 
No,  sir.  Weary  traveler — Then  where  do  you  bury 
people  who  die  when  waitiqjp for  trains. 


“Father,  I  had  a  fight  with  Percy  Raymond  to¬ 
day.”  “I  know  you  did,”  replied  the  father,  soberly. 
“Mr.  Raymond  came  to  see  me  about  it.”  “Well,” 
said  the  son,  “I  hope  you  came  out  as  well  as  I  did.” 


Her  eyes  were  not  exactly  straight,  and  some  one 
commented  upon  it  and  asked  Smith  if  he  had  no¬ 
ticed  it.  “Noticed  it,  man?”  he  replied.  “Why,  she 
is  so  cross-eyed  that  recently  when  I  sat  next  to  her 
at  a  dinner  she  ate  off  my  plate. 


“Herbert,”  said  the  school-teacher,  turning  to  a 
bright  youngster,  “can  you  tell  me  what  lightning 
is?”  “Yes,  ma’am,”  was  the  ready  reply  of  the  boy. 
“Lightning  is  streaks  of  electricity.”  “Well,  that 
may  pass!”  said  the  teacher,  encouragingly.  “Now 
tell  me  why  it  is  that  lightning  never  strikes  twice 
in  the  same  place.”  “Because.”  answered  Herbert, 
“after  it  hits  once  the  same  place  ain't  there  any 
more  >’* 
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RICH  ARD  DENTON'S  FOLLY. 


By  Kit  Clyde 

"1  tell  you,  Richard  Denton,  that  if  you  wed  that 
bold,  intriguing  woman,  I  will  cut  you  off  with  a 

shilling.” 

Thus  spoke  Squire  Denton,  the  master  of  Denton 
Hall,  and  the  owner  of  one  of  the  finest  estates  in  1 

England. 

[The  old  squire  was  a  tall,  stern-looking  man, 
with  hard,  prominent  features  and  determined  gray 

eyes. 

I  Eis  only  son,  Richard,  who  was  standing  before  him 
in  the  woods,  was  a  timid,  weak-minded  looking- 
young  man  of  effeminate  appearance. 

“I  have  promised  the  lady,  father,”  he  replied,  as 
he  fumbled  his  watch  chain. 

‘The  young  lady,  forsooth !  Why,  she  is  only  my 
gardener’s  daughter.  As  to  your  promise,  I’ll  soon 
settle  that  point.  You  will  set  out  for  the  continent 
to-morrow,  and  that  jade  will  not  set  eyes  on  you 
again.” 

“I  love  Alice  Jones,  father.” 

■“Tush!  She  has  bewitched  you  for  the  time  with 
her  bold,  handsome  face.  She  is  plotting  to  become 
mistress  of  Denton  Hall.  Obey  me,  or  I  will  cut  you 
off  in  my  will.” 

The  squire  whistled  to  his  dogs,  and  turned  away, 
leaving  the  weak  young  man  standing  in  the  wood 
like  one  who  had  received  his  death  sentence, 
i  He  had  proceeded  but  a  short  distance  through 
the  wood,  when  a  tall  young  woman  sprang  out  on 
the  path  before  him. 

“You  here?”  cried  the  squire, 
jt  “Yes,  I  am  here,  and  I  was  there !”  cried  the  young 
woman,  in  excited  tones. 

■Her  eyes  were  flashing  with  anger  as  she  held  her 
hat  in  one  hand  and  placed  her  arms  akimbo,  while 
she  regarded  the  squire  with  an  expression  of  deep 

hatred. 

;  “What  do  you  want  with  me?”  demanded  the 
squire,  in  stem  tones. 

T“Your  son  will  marry  me  this  very  night,  and  1 
will  be  mistress  of  Denton  Hall.” 

“If  my  foolish  son  weds  you  to-night,  I  will  dis¬ 
inherit  him  to-morrow.  You  will  never  be  mistress 
of  Denton  Hall.”- 

if  The  old  squire  was  about  to  turn  away,  when  the 
young  w  oman  cried : 

^‘Beware,  Squire  Denton !  I  love  your  son,  and 
he  loves  me.” 

‘Tush  r 

“Tush!  The  old  aristocrat  treats  me  with  scorn. 
Well,  the  jade  will  yet  be  mistress  of  Denton  Hall. 

I  v  ar  it — I  swear  it!”  #  j 

She  wa  turning  away  to  seek  her  weak-minded 
lover  when  a  middle-aged  woman  appeared  on  the 
path  before  her. 

The  woman  resembled  the  young  girl  in  every 
t  .re  as  well  as  in  mariner. 
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“You  made  a  mistake  in  appealing  to  that  heart 
of  flint,  Alice,”  she  said. 

‘‘I  know  it,  mother,  but  I  could  not  bear  to  be 
insulted.” 

“Well,  well,  you  go  out  and  seek  Richard  and  take 
him  to  Leeds  with  you.  Force  him  to  wed  you  to¬ 
night.  The  arrangements  are  all  made  for  the 
wedding.  Trust  me  to  settle  with  that  arrogant  old 
humbug.  I  hate  him,  also.” 

“How  will  you  settle  with  him?” 

“Never  you  mind.  I  swear,  also,  that  you  will 
be  mistress  of  Denton  Hall.” 

“You  must  be  careful,  mother.  If  father  secs  you 
around  here,  you  are  lost.” 

“I  will  not  be  seen.  In  less  than  five  minutes 
I  will  be  disguised.  Hasten  after  the  young  fool. 
Insist  on  his  marrying  you  this  very  evening.  Leave 
me  to  settle  with  the  old  villain.” 

At  nine  o’clock  that  night  Squire  Denton  received 
private  yet  positive  information  to  the  effect  that 
his  weak-minded  son  had  married  Alice  Jones  in 
Leeds  that  evening. 

“My  heaven !”  he  groaned,  “my  son  joined  in  wed¬ 
lock  to  the  daughter  of  a  notorious  criminal — the 
vilest  creature  on  earth.  I  will  cast  him  out  for¬ 
ever.” 

The  angry  father  immediately  dispatched  a  mes¬ 
senger  for  Lawyer  Barton,  who  had  charge  of  his 
legal  affairs,  summoning  him  to  the  hall  on  the  fol¬ 
lowing  morning  to  make  his  will. 

Richard  Denton  was  to  be  cut  off  with  a  single 
shilling,  and  the  immense  estate  was  to  be  left  to 
a  distant  relative. 

When  the  old  squire  retired  to  bed  that  night  he 
was  excited  and  uneasy. 

He  was  a  brave  man,  and  he  was  not  superstitious, 
yet  he  could  not  help  muttering: 

“Would  that  I  had  made  my  will  before  retiring. 
If  I  should  die  to-night  that  virago  will  be  mistress 
here.” 

While  pondering  over  his  son’s  unfortunate  mar¬ 
riage  he  fell  into  a  slight  doze,  from  which  he  was 
awakened  by  a  slight  noise  at  the  back  of  the  cur¬ 
tained  bedstead. 

“What  can  that  be?”  he  muttered. 

“It  is  your  death  signal,”  hissed  a  fiendish  voice 
in  his  ear. 

Before  the  stern  old  squire  could  raise  his  voice 
or  move  a  limb  in  his  own  defense  he  received  a 
stunning  blow  on  the  temple. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  two  male  figures  stole 
through  the  garden  at  the  back  of  Denton  Hall,  and 
strode  toward  the  wood,  where  the  squire  had  en¬ 
countered  Alice  Jones. 

“  We  have  made  a  good  haul  to-night,  Bill,”  re¬ 
marked  one  of  the  men. 

“That  we  have.  The  old  fellow’s  hash  is  cooked 
in  the  bargain.” 

On  the  following  morning  there  was  a  fearful  up¬ 
roar  at  Denton  Hall. 

The  old  squire  was  found  murdered  in  his  bed, 
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money,  jewels  and  plate  were  missing,  and  the  bed¬ 
room  was  in  great  disorder. 

Detectives  were  summoned  from  London  and  from 
Leeds,  the  squire’s  son  was  sent  for,  and  a  large 
reward  was  offered  for  the  apprehension  of  the  bur¬ 
glarious  murderers. 

When  Richard  Denton  was 'asked  where  he  had 
spent  the  previous  night,  he  confessed  that  he  had 
wedded  Alice  Jones,  the  gardener’s  daughter,  in 
secret,  and  that  they  had  put  up  at  a  humble  hotel 
at  Leed’s  under  assumed  names. 

And  so  the  gardener’s  daughter  became  mistress 
at  Denton  Hall. 

About  a  month  after  the  murder  Tom  Jones  was 
induced  to  emigrate  to  America  by  his  self-willed 
daughter. 

Six  months  elapsed  after  the  murder,  and  yet  no 
trace  of  the  perpetrators  of  the  deed  had  been  dis¬ 
covered. 

As  the  gentry  of  the  neighborhood  would  not  as¬ 
sociate  with  the  gardener’s  daughter,  the  strong-will¬ 
ed  woman  forced  her  weak  husband  to  take  up  an 
abode  in  London. 

They  were  scarcely  installed  in  the  London  house 
when  Alice  remarked: 

“My  mother  is  going  to  live  with  us,  Richard.” 

“Your  mother,  Alice!  Why,  I — I — always  under¬ 
stood  that  she  was  a — a - ” 

“I  know  what  you  would  say.  My  mother  has 
been  belied.  She  is  an  injured  woman.  I  will  have 
my  way.  She  will  live  with  us.” 

And  the  willful  woman  had  her  way. 

Richard  Denton  had  learned  to  fear  his  young 
wife,  and  he  soon  learned  to  fear  the  mother-in-law 
a  great  deal  more. 

She  drank  brandy  to  excess ;  she  was  addicted  to 
gambling,  and  she  received  visitors  who  would  not 
be  admitted  into  any  respectable  house. 

Among  those  visitors  was  a  Captain  Todd,  who 
boasted  that  he  had  served  with  great  honor  in  India. 

Richard  Denton  was  a  silly  fellow,  but  he  was 
aroused  at  last. 

Among  his  college  friends  residing  in  London  was 
a  manly,  dare-devil  kind  of  a  fellow  named  Jack  Wat¬ 
son.  and  to  this  friend  Dick  Denton  unburdened  him¬ 
self. 

Jack  Watson  was  engaged  as  an  inspector  or  de¬ 
tective  for  one  of  the  leading  insurance  companies 
of  London,  and  he  was  often  employed  in  very  in¬ 
tricate  affairs. 

\  ou  want  to  get  rid  of  the  mother-in-law,  1 
see?”  he  asked. 

“And  Captain  Todd.” 

“Call  me  a  cad  if  I  don’t  fix  the  pair  of  them  in 
short  order,  providing  you  give  me  full  sway  in  the 
whole  matter.” 

‘I  will,  if  you  will  guarantee  that  my  dear  wife 
does  not  get  into  trouble.” 

“Hang  your— mother-in-law.  All  right  about 
your  wife.  I’m  going  to  dinner  with  you  to-day.  In¬ 
troduce  me  as  your  dear  friend,  and  don’t  be  jealous 
if  I  make  love  to  your  handsome  wife.” 


After  dinner  the  cards  were  introduced,  and  Jack 
was  very  fortunate. 

Captain  Todd  cheated  in  a  slovenly  manner,  but 
the  jovial  Jack  managed  to  baffle  him  by  clever 
sleight-of-hand  tricks. 

And  all  the  time  he  was  watching  the  wife  and 
the  mother-in-law,  who  were  indulging  in  large 
quantities  of  brandy  and  soda  at  a  side  table, 
i  The  three  men  played  on  doubling  the  stakes  now 
and  again;  and  still  Jack  Watson  continued  to  win 
large  sums,  while  he  was  getting  uproariously 
drunk  at  the  same  time — to  all  appearance. 

Then  the  card  playing  was  suspended,  as  Captain 
Todd  had  no  more  money  to  lose. 

“Confound  it  all,”  goaned  Jack,  as  he  reeled  to  a 
sofa.  “I  am  used  up.  Pardon  me,  ladies,  if  I  take 
an  hour’s  nap.” 

The  ladies  did  pardon  him,  and  Jack  was  soon 
snoring  away  at  a  “go-as-you-please”  rate. 

“How  much  has  he  won,  captain?”  inquired  Mrs. 
Jones,  when  they  were  all  assured  that  the  guest 
was  in  a  drunken  sleep. 

“Over  two  thousand  pounds,  Alice.  You  must 
soon  make  another  call  upon  your  husband’s  purse.” 

“I  won’t  do  it.” 

“You  must!”  cried  her  mother. 

At  length  the  quarrel  was  settled  by  the  young 
wife  agreeing  to  demand  a  large  amount  of  money 
from  her  husband  on  the  following  morning,  and 
the  gay  captain  kissed  each  of  the  ladies  in  turn, 
sneering : 

“We  must  stick  together,  my  dears.” 

He  then  approached  the  snorer,  and  he  was  about 
to  draw  a  roll  of  banknotes  from  Jack’s  pocket 
when  the  latter  sprang  up  suddenly  struck  the  ras¬ 
cal  on  the  head  with  a  life-preserver,  and  knocked 
him  senseless  to  the  floor. 

“Don’t  stir,  ladit-s,”  he  cried,  as  he  advanced  on 
the  astonished  woman,  holding  a  pistol  in  each 
hand.  “You  are  my  prisoners.” 

“Your  prisoners!”  gasped  the  mother,  as  her 
hushed  face  grew  pale.  “What  can  you  mean?” 

“I  mean  that  I  have  heard  every  word  that  you 
uttered  tonight,  woman.  That  fellow  is  the  famous 
burglar,  Bill  Croft,  and  you  are  his  accomplice.  You 
murdered  and  robbed  old  Squire  Denton  on  the' 
night  of  your  daughter’s  marriage-” 

The  virago  made  a  spring  at  Jack,  drawing  a 
knife  from  her  breast  at  the  same  moment,  as  she 
cried : 

“I’ll  soon  shut  your  mouth.” 

Jack  fired  and  the  woman  fell  dead. 

“Oh,  spare  me — spare  me,”  cried  the  young  wife, 
“for  I  am  innocent!” 

The  young  wife  burst  a  blood-vessel  and  died  pro¬ 
testing  that  it  was  his  paramour  who  had  dispatch¬ 
ed  the  unfortunate  man. 

Dick  Denton  was  placed  in  a  private  asylum, 
where  he  died  soon  after. 

Strangely  enough,  it  was  soon  discovered  that 
Jack  Watson  was  the  legal  heir  to  the  great  estate, 
and  he  was  placed  in  possession. 


On  account  of  the  war,  dealers  cannot  get  any  of  the  novelties  advertised  in  back  numbers  of  this 
_  magazine.  Do  not  order  any  goods  except  those  advertised  in  the  current  numbers. 


STAR  AND  CRESCENT 
PUZZLE. 

The  puzxle  is  to  separate 
the  one  star  from  the 
linked  star  and  crescent 
without  using  force.  Price, 
10  ctnts;  s  for  23  cents, 
by  mail,  postpaid. 


FRANK  SMITH,  S8S  Lenox  At©..  Tiew  York. 


POCKET  SIGNAL  CHART 

Inter national  Morse  Code  on  one  side 
and  Semaphore  Code  on  the 
other,  issued  with  booklet, 

“SIC, N AUNG  I N STR UCTIONS” 

~*v.  i  n  accord- 
— —  aiice  with 
A  It  M  V 
AND 
NAVY 
SYSTEMS. 
iy  18. 
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Chart.  ■■  — 

By  the  use  of  this  Cnari  with  its  revolv? 
Ing  wheel  the  Codes  are  quickly  learned. 
After  a  brief  study  of  the  Chart,  signals  are 
read  and  verified  immediately.  Can  be  oper¬ 
ated  with  one  hand  while  the  other  writes. 

This  is  the  Chart  in  use  by  Boy  Scouts, 
Girl  Scouts,  Lone  Scouts  aud  similar  organi¬ 
sations,  Boys’  and  Girls’  Clubs,  Schools, 
and  is  also  good  to  send  to  friends  in  our 
country’s  service. 

The  booklet  is  given  FREE  with  the  Chart 

Send  15  Cents  and  we  win  send  you  the 
Chart  and  Booklet,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  168  W.  23d  St..  N.  Y. 


GVME  OF  GOLD  HUNTERS. 

_  The  game  consists  of  matching  cards. 
There  is  an  odd  card.  The  unlucky  one 
bolding  it  must  ride  the  rest  of  the  players 
on  his  hack  around  the  room  or  sidewalk. 
Very  funny.  Price  5  cents  a  pack  by  mail. 
WOLFF  Novelty  Co..  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 

GAME  OF  AGE  CARDS. 

YY  1th  these  cards  you  can  tell  the  age  of 
any  person,  know  how  much  money  he  has 
in  his  pocket,  and  do  many  other  wonder¬ 
ful  stunts.  No  previous  knowledge  neces¬ 
sary.  The  cards  do  the  trick  for  you.  The 
best  magic  cards  out.  Price,  5  cents  a  pack 
by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY’  CO„  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 
AUTO. MOBILE  PUZZLE. 

This  littie 
steel  puzzle  is 
one  of  the 
most  perplex¬ 
ing  on  the 
market,  and 
yet  when  you 
master  it  a 
child  could  do 
it.  It  measures  1%  by  4  inches.  The  trick 
is  to  spell  cut  words  as  indicated  on  the  cut. 
Price  15c  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  168  YV.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 

PHANTOM  CARDS. 

From  five  cards 
three  are  men¬ 
tally  selected  by 
any  one,  placed 
under  an  ordi- 
n  a  ry  handker¬ 
chief,  performer 
withdraws  two 
cards,  the  ones 
not  selected ;  the 
performer  i  n- 
vites  any  one  to 
remove  the  other 
two,  and  to  the 
great  astonish¬ 
ment  of  all  they 
have  actually  disappeared.  No  sleight-of- 
hand.  Recommended  as  the  most  ingenious 
card  trick  ever  invented.  Price  10c,  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


OH)  COINS  WANTED 

$$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  Hundreds  ol 
Coins  dated  before  1805.  Keep  ALL  old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  $10c.  for  New 
Illustrated  Voiu  Value  Book  slxe  4xtt. 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLAltKE  COIN  CO..  Box  35.  L©  ltoy,  N.  Y. 


SHERIFF  BADGE. 

With  this  badge  at¬ 
tached  to  your  coat  or 
vest  you  can  show  the 
boys  that  you  are  u 
sheriff,  and  if  they 
don’t  behave  them¬ 
selves  you  might  lock 
them  up.  It  is  a  beauti¬ 
ful  nickel  plated  badge, 
2Yi  by  inches  in 

size,  with  the  words 
“Sheriff  23.  By  Heck” 
in  nickel  letters  on  the  face  of  it,  with  a  pin 
on  the  back  for  attaching  it  to  your  cloth¬ 
ing.  Send  for  one  and  have  some  fun  with 
the  hoys. 

Price  15  cents,  or  3  for  40  cents;  sent  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn.  N.  Y. 


DICE  BULLET. 


•  • 


BLACK-EYE  JOKE. 

New  and  amusing  joker.  The 
victim  is  told  to  hold  the  tube 
close  to  his  eye  so  as  to  exclude 
all  light  from  the  back,  ant}  then 
to  remove  the  tube  until  pictures 
appear  in  the  center  In  trying 
to  locate  the  pictures  he  will  re¬ 
ceive  the  finest  black-eye  you 
ever  saw'.  We  furnish  a  small 
box  of  blackening  preparation 
with  each  tube,  so  the  joke  can 
be  used  in  definitely.  Those  not 
in  the  trick  will  he  caught  every 
time.  Absolutely  harmless.  Price,  by  mail, 
15c  each ;  2  for  25c. 

W  OLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  168  W.  23d  St..  N.  Y. 


This  Bullet 
und  contents 
will  utlord 
you  lots  of 
“game.”  Not, 
however,  the 
kind  of  gams 
usually  “got  ' 
with  bullets. 
The  Illustra¬ 
tion  may  sug¬ 
gest  the  idea.  This  little  novelty  consists 
of  a  real  shell  fitted  with  a  hollow  “bullet, ’’ 
and  contains  two  small  bone  dice.  This 
will  make  a  very  acceptable  gift  to  any  of 
your  soldier  friends.  Each  15  cents,  by  mall, 
post  paid. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


MINIATURE  COMFAaa  CHARM. 

A  oeuuiilui  ciiarm,  to  be 
worn  on  the  watch  chain.  It 
onsists  of  a  true  uud  per- 
W'WE!Wf$!)  ect  compass,  to  which  is 
attached,  by  a  pivot,  a 
powerful  magnifying  glass. 
\\  nen  uui  in  use  the  magnifying  glass  fits 
cioseiy  msuie  the  compass  and  is  not  seen. 
The  compass  Is  protected  by  a  glass  crystal, 
aud  is  handsomely  silver-nickel  plated  und 
burnished,  presenting  a  very  attractive  ap¬ 
pearance.  Here  you  have  a  reliable  compass, 
a  powerful  magnifying  glass,  and  a  hand¬ 
some  charm,  alt  In  one.  It  Is  a  Parisian 
novelty,  entirely  new.  Price  25c.  by  mall, 
postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B’klvn.  N.  Y. 


“MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 

PUBLISHED  SEMI-MONTHLY.  10  CENTS  A  COPY 

Handsome  Colored  Covers— 48  Pages  of  Reading— Great 
Authors — Famous  Artists— Fine  Presswork 

It  contains  exciting  and  mysterious  detective  stories, 
sketches,  novelettes,  serials  and  a  large  amount  of  other 
interesting  matter.  Order  a  copy  from  this  list. 


_ latest  issues - 

is  after  a  million— £  De¬ 
tective  Story,  by  Police 
Captain  Howard. 

15  fell ADOWING  THE  BLUE 
TRIANGLE,  by  Charles 
IuIUmi  oursler. 

11  THE  CASK  OF  CAPTAIN 
FOKTESyt®.  by  Hcdfirnd 

Vi  1  HE*  *B I  If  D  II  K  A  D  E  D 
SPHINX,  by  Eoltb  m«*siou» 
Tupp*r.  „ 

IV  A  DOUBLE  MVHTEI’.Y.  by 


Dr  flsrry  Eaton. 
20  THE  MA'iH  IAN 
T  IVti.  by  CbarJct 

Oorslar. 

hu>k  Touar.r 


DKT  EC- 

Fulton 


FatUibw,  1*8  W 


No. 

21  KING  COBRA  MYSTERY. 

by  George  Gilbert. 

22  THE  HAUNTED  CORRI¬ 

DORS,  by  William  Hamilton 
Osborne. 

23  No  MAN’S  MAN,  by  Max¬ 

well  Smith. 

24  THE  TREVOR  PUZZLE. 

by  T.  C.  Harbaugh. 

25  THE  TRAIL  OF  ROSES,  by 

Edmund  Condon. 

20  THE  HINDOO  VANISHING 
CLUE,  by  1’auline  Carring- 
lon  Bouve. 

27  WHO  WAS  GUILTY?,  by 

Ron  In  h  Poyntcr. 

28  The  Evil  Eye.  By  Charles 

Fulton  Oursler. 

t*<i  St..  New  Yark  City. 


“Moving  Picture  Stories” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Player* 
PRICE  SIX  CENTS  PER  COPY 

THE  BEST  FILM  MAGAZINE  ON  EARTH 

62  Pages  of  Reading.  Magnificent  Colored  Cover  Portrait* 

of  Prominent  Performers.  Out  Every  Friday. 

Each  number  contains  Five  Stories  of  the  Best  Films  on  the 
Screens — Elegant  Halt-tone  Scenes  from  the  Plays — Interesting 

Articles  About  Prominent  People  in  the  Films — Doings  of 
Actors  and  Actresses  in  the  Studios  and  While  Picture-making— 
Lessons  in  Scenario  Writing, 

THIS  LITTLE  MAGAZINE  GIVES  YOU  MORE  FOR  TOUR 
MONEY  THAN  ANY  OTHER  SIMILAR  PUB¬ 
LICATION  ON  THE  MARKET! 

its  authors  are  the  very  best  that  money  cun  procure;  It*  pre- 
fuse  illustrations  are  exquisite,  and  Its  special  articles  are  by 
the  greatest  experts  in  their  particular  line. 

Buy  a  copy  Now  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  •  cents  la 
money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mall  you  any  number 
you  desire. 


[IARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  1G6  W.  23d  St.,  New  York  City 


To  Men  who 
are  Bald  or 
are  Losing 
Their  Hair 

Let  me  tell  you  of  my  own  case. 

I  was  almost  completely  bald,  and  as 
I  had  tried  many  tonics,  lotions,  etc., 
without  benefit,  I  expected  to  remain 
bald  for  the  rest  of  my  life. 

But  instead  of  baldness,  I  now  have  a 
complete  growth  of  hair  upon  my  head. 
This  is  all  the  more  remarkable  because 
1  am  66  years  old. 

The  way  that  I  obtained  a  perfect 
hair  growth  was  as  simple  as  it  was 
astonishing  to  me. 

While  traveling  I  met  an  old  Cherokee 
Indian  who  gave  me  a  pomade  or  oint¬ 
ment  to  use  upon  my  scalp.  Although 
my  confidence  was  meager,  I  used  this 
compound.  lie  told  me  it  contained  se¬ 
lected  components  from  the  Three  King¬ 
doms  of  Nature. 

After  several  applications  my  look¬ 
ing-glass  revealed  a  slight  fuzz.  This 
developed  from  day  to  day  to  a  healthy 
growth  of  hail*.  Imagine  my  satisfac¬ 
tion  in  being  able  actually  to  brush  the 
hair  where  there  had  been  a  bare  scalp  1 
Yet  it  was  true.  Soon  I  was  able  to 
comb  it — and  I  have  been  able  to  do  so 
ever  since. 

I  traded  with  the  old  Indian  savant, 
obtaining  the  recipe.  It  was  crude  and 
the  ointment  was  almost  nauseating.  So 
I  had  it  modernized,  by  a  practical 
chemist,  holding  to  the  original  princi¬ 
ple,  and  now  from  the  recipe  a  cosmetic 
pomade  is  prepared.  Men  and  women 
have  used  it — and  many  are  now  doing 
•o.  In  numerous  cases  remarkable  re¬ 
sults  are  being  reported. 

This  ointment  contains  no  alcohol  nor 
anything  else  that  has  a  tendency  to 
dry  the  hair,  the  scalp  or  the  roots. 

The  way  for  you  to  prove  what  it 
will  do  for  you  is  to  try  it.  I  will  mail 
you  the  recipe  free  of  charge.  Your 
own  physician  will  tell  you  that  it  is 
safe  and  you  may  obtain  a  supply  from 
the  druggist.  Or  you  may  get  it  from 
me.  It  is  called  Kotalko.  A  proof  box 
will  be  mailed,  with  the  recipe,  if  you 
send  10  cents,  silver  or  stamps,  to 
John  Hart  Brittain,  150  East  Thirty- 
second  St.,  BE-103,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
This  is  a  genuine  announcement  de¬ 
void  of  the  lavish  phraseology  of  the 
usual  advertisements,  but  it  means  ex¬ 
actly  what  it  says,  and  I,  being  a  busi¬ 
ness  man  of  good  reputation,  stand 
ready  to  prove  it  to  you. 

VENTRHJ0Qlli5M 

Taught  Almost  Anyone  at  Home.  Small  mat.  Send 
today  3-oent  stamp  for  particular*  and  proof. 

L  A  UBIT1.  BOON  R  580.  SOI  BI6EL0W  Sf,  PEOBU,  RL 


Mrreiaries,  ll«nuuripiicn,  v/i’isie — cycrjuvtii. 

pen.ive  Spare  time  atody.  Ilka  pastime.  Write  for 
proof  met  LSSSONV  and  Home  Study  Brochure  to 
KING  INSTITUTE.  F  lul.  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  T. 


•rvptlere  ©«  f«e#  ©r  R#<1 

No##.  OiJr  Arne  in  all  It#  torms  #nd 

*’.**#•;  I  knew  tb«  CBQBe;  row  treatment 
rpnwfM  It.  It  kill#  the  germ  of  Infeetioo, 
*  •  f  •  •  *  »">*  trantmant 

aw#e  d«ae«w#e#4  eradicate#  th#  rwultinf  marks. 

ar«p«.  4’#e#l«*ratl#n«  and  r#«tor#a  natiral  ikin  »vp«rju»ant- 

p#ee«N  •  BiitiltRil  *Ho  *•!#*•#••  full*  treat*  hvnmrtda  of  Are* 
mUb  p«»r»  f  ••/  the  •'•rid  or#r,  dittaoca  no  t*  trner  I>e«criptive 

U*.  .<  f«  Dn.eooocnb.  i5j  a.  srt*  c*ic». 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS  AUTO 

Real  Gasoline  3  H.  P.  En-  rnCCf 
gine.  Built  for  Boys  &  Girls  a  ikLL. 


VALUE 

S250.00 


Can  be  The  Owner  of 
This  Dandy  Auto  With¬ 
out  One  Cent  of  Cost. 

This  is  the  new  Culver  Racer,  built  espe¬ 
cially  for  my  boy  and  girl  friends.  It  is  right 
up  to  the  minute  in  design  and  workmanship. 
Rubber  tires,  wire  wheels,  air-cooled  engine.. 
Perfectly  safe  for  a  child  of  7  years.  No  com¬ 
plicated  parts  to  get  out  of  order.  You  can 
learn  to  drive  it  in.  one  hour.  I  want  to  ad¬ 
vertise  my  business  among  the  boys  and  girls 
and  if  you  will  help  me  and  do  as  I  say  you 
can  have  a  Culver  Racer  free  and  prepaid  at 
my  expense.  I  have  given  away  several  of 
these  autos  and  have  several  more  to  give  free 
to  deserving  boys  and  girls.  This  auto  will  car¬ 
ry  two  passengers  and  will  travel  36  to  60  miles 
on  one  gallon  of  gasoline.  I  will  also  award 
hundreds  of  other  prizes. 

Specifications  of  Culver  Racer 

Ignition-High-tension  magneto;  direct  connected  to 
crank  shaft  of  motor.  Carburetor— Float-feed  type. 
Very  efficient  and  simple.  Transmission-Friction  type. 
No  noisy  gears  to  cut,  grind  or  strip.  Axles— Front  and 
rear  axles  are  11-2  tubing  of  760  lbs.  capacity.  _  Brakes— 
Equalizing  contracting  brake  on  jack  shaft  6  inch  tliam.. 
1-inch  face,  lined.  Wlieelbase— 86  inches.  Tread— 36 
inch.  Koad  Clearance.— 7  1-2  inches.  Wheels— Nick¬ 
el-plated  wire  wheels  and  hubs.  Two  radial  ball-bearings 
in  nub.  Tires— 20  x  2  inch,  standard,  Clincher  type. 
Steering  Gear— Direct  tortion;  reliable. 


Will  Travel  60  Miles  on 
One  Gallon  of  Gasoline 


You  can  now  have  an  Automobile 
to  drive  around  all  day  and  dream 
about  all  night.  You  can  use  your 
auto  to  run  errands,  deliver  pack¬ 
ages  or  carry  papers. 

I  want  to  advertise  these  Culver  Racers 
in  every  town  and  if  you  help  me  and  do 
as  I  say  you  can  have  a  Culver  Racer  free. 
I  mean  every  word  I  say,  so  rush  me 

YOUR  NAME  AND  ADDRESS 

and  just  as  soon  as  I  get  your  name  I  will 
tell  you  how  to  get  one  free  of  cost — it's 
easy — it’s  free  and  I  mean  every  word  I  say. 


CY  SEYMOUR,  Manager  Dept.  85 ,  BATAVIA,  ILLINOIS 


How  Drunkards  are  Being  Saved 
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Thes«  18  Picture*  tell  their  own' Story.  Even  a  Child  can  understand  Them. 

CONQUER  DRINK  HABIT  IN  72  HOURS! 

Any  drinker  may  completely  lose  the  craving  for  alcoholic  drink*  If  he  or  she  willingly  take*  my  gentle. 
Bate  none  Remedy  for  only  three  days.  GUARANTEE  GIVEN.  It  is  perfectly  h*nnit>i,  overcome*  the 
craving  aud  wonderfully  Improve*  the  health.  By  my  A  Method  you  can  rare  yourself  or  another 

rierson.  The  craving  begin*  to  disappear  in  a  few  hours  and  the  health  improve*  every  minute  1  Vo  astou- 
string  and  lasting  transformation!  Also  1  supply  my  H  Method  whereby  tb«  DRUNKARD 
MAY  BK  SAVED  WITHOUT  IlIS  kS’OWLUDOK  safely  and  speedily  Th  wW 

SOON  BEGINS  TO  DETEST  SMELL  OR  TASTE  OF  LIQUOR 

despises  the  stuff,  and  nothing  can  Induce  hliu  to  drink  it.  Any  wife,  mother  or  friend  ca* 

glv*  tlie*e  preparations  secretly  In  oolite.  tea,  milk,  whisky,  beer  or  other  drink.  They  are  t*«ielr*a  and  often  truly 
vonder/ul  In  their  ad  ion.  Do  not  coni  UM  them  with  numerous  worthless  thing*  that  are  bring  advertise,!. 

Mr  Hook  Con/rtiwns  <\f  an  Alcohol  Stare  tells  how  1  wa*  a  heavy  drinker  for  many  years  and  was  marrri.*  »;* 
freed  rmui  the  dnr.a  habit ;  it  erplain*  how  the  same  joy  can  come  to  every  other  drink  'T  Mi  Meth  >1  t»  the  r  ri 
■ncctsalul  In  the  world.  It  Is  the  lowe't  priced  Treatment,  with  tllTA RANTEK, ’  Otten  suoeoeda  after  all 
Other*  fail.  Legions  of  testimonials  from  person*  willing  to  have  their  name*  and  a.ldre«o*  published  l 


lii1!— V  EDWtnD  J.  WOODS,  WK  103.  Station  F,  Now  York,  B.  Y, 

fifUTICK.—  Wpedi’  Method  for  cvnfUfnnff  droit  fuiCtr,  ur  en-iortei  c*  r>*yti.  <ane  «sd  erwe-y*  r/  ' 

Burov*  at  the  toil  tut,  bttl.per/ettlv  at/*  remedy.  Mr.  Wood*’  tree  Book  often  (h.;*c*e  dttpatr 


man.  We  know  you’re  made  of  the  stuff 
1  about  his  future  to  study  an  I.  C.  S.  course 
n  this  firm’s  responsible  positions.  You’re 


“We’ve  been  watching  you, 
iat  wins.  The  man  that  cares 
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Ugh  toO 
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ad  troight  propold  on  a 
“"ANacw"  tuCyci«. 
■  wrtta  at  once  for  our  6ip  cafc- 
v  .  opootoi  oftro.  Take  your 

|  «*o»c*  frona  44  stv  les,  rolore  and  sixes 
m  th#  famous  ♦•RANGER*'  line. 
M.n*t«ui  Improvement*.  Kxtra- 
*  °*^J»ary  values  in  our  1919  pries 
1  v’U  cannot  nf^rd  to  tug 
without  getting  our  latest  propo- 
,  and  Fact  ory-D.r uct-to- 

Rider  prices  and  terms, 
i  ney*, be  a  "Rider  Agent'’  and 
make  b  g  money  taking  orders 
for  bicycles  ai.a  s  ippliee.  Get 

ear  H;  •  <*J  frrmj  on  m  wnr't)  to  ta- 
trnJuratoe  new  -RANGED'*. 

TlpcS.  v^.-ii'ment,  sundries  and 
everythin*  u>  the  bicycle  line  et  A j.j 
“nal  prt res.  Writ*  Today . 


i  H  C  h  fl  Cycle  Company 
*«S*mU  DeptulB&Chicago 


The  master¬ 
piece  of  watch 
manufacture— adjust. 

to  the  second,  positions,  tem- 
rature  and  iaochronism.  E re¬ 
nt  factory  into  your  clioica 
ei)'-uisiu.!  uew  watch  c  as  esc. 

21  Jewel 
Burlington 

The  great  Burlington  Watch  eent  on  simple  request. 
.Pay  at  rate  of  J2.50  a  month.  You  get  the  watch  at 
the  same  price  even  the  wholesale  jeweler  must  pay. 

Write  Today  for  Free  Watch  Book 

See  handsome  color  illustrations  of  all  the  newest 
designs  in  watches  that  you  have  to  choose  from. 
'Your  name  and  address  on  a  postcard  is  OOough. 
Get  this  offer  while  it  l"”'*.  Write  today. 

Burlington  Watch  Co.  Dent  2661'  19th  »■  MsrshsB  BM  Chten^ 
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ASK  BOIES — He’s  Got  ’Em 

Animals.  Birds,  Poultry,  Pigeons,  Pheasants, 


Animais.  uirus,  rouitry,  pigeons,  Pheasa 
Do§s,  P.abbits  and  Pets  of  all  kinds.  Catalog 
listing  over  600  kinds  with  valuablefeeding  and 
breeding  chart  10c.  BOIES  illustrated  book  on 
Rabbits,  best  published.  25c.  Raise  Rabbits  for 
us.  We  pay  40c.  pound,  live  weight. 

Boies  Pet  Stock  Farm,  Box  240,  Millbrook,  N.  Y. 


9  OH  BOYS,  GIRLS!  Sreat Sperl  with 

CLAXOPHONE 

THROW  YOUR  VOICE 

Into  a  box.  desk  In  school,  back  of 
a  door,  under  a  table,  any  old  place. 
Big  fun  fooling  peddlers,  cops,  any¬ 
body.  This  Clasophone  Is  a  small 
device  that  lays  on  your  tongue, 
unseen,  always  ready  for  use. 

CLAXOPHONE  with  full  In¬ 
structions.  also  set  Secret  Writing 
Tricks,  all  sent  for  10c. 

CLAXO  TRICK  CO. 
Department  K  New  Haven,  Can. 


Attention,  Ambitious  Boys! 

w°^Fu  rPSW*?'**™  magazine! 

Write  us  to-day  for  5  copies.  Send  uo  mouey. 

THE  SCOTT  J>\  UlSDFlKL-D  CO. 

Dept.  A- 101.  Binethport.  Pa. 


imitation  Wrist  Watch 
adjustable  leather  strap  and 
buckle  and  these  four  love¬ 
ly  Ring9.  All  given  Free  to 
anyone  for  selling  only 
of  our  Jewelry  Novelties  at 
10c  _  each.  Fresh  from  factory. 
Be  in  fashion. 

C.  M.  DALE  UFG.  CO 
Provide***,  R,  J. 


these 

FREE 

Secret  Lock¬ 
et  and  Neck 
Chain,  Pen* 
d  a  n  t  and 
Neck  Chain, 


mmaaisnii 

DOAif  r>  -  . 


If  you  want  to  ccnquer  in 
youruclf  or  another,  quickly, 

aftftstsawwSEg 


Send  for  my  book 

Strong  Aims  and 
Military  Shoulders 

for  25c.,  coin  or  stamps. 
Illustrated  with  twenty  full-page 
halftone  cuts,  showing  exercise* 
Jj1*1  WB1  quickly  develop,  beau¬ 
tify  and  gain  great  strength  In 
your  shoulders,  arms  and  hands, 
without  any  apparatus.  Equal 
to  Any  Mail  Course  on  Strength. 

muscle  builder 

A  steel  spring  exerciser  and  chest 
expander  with  a  complete  course 
of  twenty-four  selected  exercises 
for  developing  all  the  muscles  of 
the  body.  It  is  equal  to  any 
$4.00  exerciser.  My  pric®  for  a 
short  time  only  $2.00. 

PROF.  ANTHONY  BARKER 

1782  Barker  Building 
127  W.  42d  St.,  New  York 

Folding  DOUBLE  X-RAY 


in  his  spare  time  is  the  kind  we  want  in  this  firm’s  responsible  pc 
getting  your  promotion  on  what  you  know ,  and  I  wish  we  had  more  like  you.”. 

The  boss  can’t  take  chances.  When  he  has  a  responsible  job  to  fill,  he  picks 
a  man  trained  to  hold  it.  He’s  watching 


you  right  now,  hoping  you’ll  be  ready 
when  your  opportunity  comes.  Start 
today  and  train  yourself  to  do  some 
one  thing  better  than  others.  You  can 
do  it  in  spare  time  through  the  I.  C.  S. 

No  matter  where  you  live,  the  I.  C.  S.  will 
come  to  you  through  the  mails.  No  matter  how 
humble  or  important  your  present  job,  I.  C.  S. 
training  will  push  you  higher.  No  matter  what 
your  chosen  work,  some  of  the  280  practical 
I.  C.  S.  home-study  courses  will  suit  your 
needs. 

Choose  Your  Career 

Would  you  like  to  be  a  first-class  Mechani¬ 
cal,  Electrical  or  Civil  Engineer?  A  Chemist? 
An  Architect?  A  Building  Contractor?  Hun¬ 
dreds  of  thousands  of  men  have  climbed  into 
big  jobs  in  the  technical  professions  through 
I.  C.  S.  help.  Do  you  want  to  advance  in  busi¬ 
ness— in  Advertising?  In  Salesmanship? 
Many  of  the  country’s  foremost  Advertising 
and  Sales  Managers  have  won  success  by  tho 
help  of  I.  C.  S.  training.  Commercial  Law? 
Accounting?  All  over  America  bookkeepers, 
accountants,  office  managers,  private  secre¬ 
taries,  are  reaping  the  rewards  from  time  in¬ 
vested  in  I.  C.  S.  training  in  these  subjects. 

The  first  step  these  men  took  was  to  mark 
and  mail  this  coupon.  Make  your  start  the 
same  way— and  make  it  right  now. 


OUT  HISf—  -  —  - - 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS 

BOX  4487,  SCRANTON,  PA. 

Explain,  without  obligating  me,  how  I  can  qualify  for 
the  position,  or  in  the  subject,  before  which  I  mark  X. 
KI.KCTK  ICAL  ENGINEER 


3BBHBBBI  at. 


Eledrli  Lighting  and  Ilya. 
Electric  Wiring 
Tolegraph  Engineer 
Telephone  Work 
MECHANICAL  ENGINEER 
Mechanical  UrafUmun 
Machine  Shop  1‘raetlo* 
Toolmaker 
G*a  Engine  Operating 
CIVIL  ENGINEER 

Sarrerlng  and  Mapping 
..MINE  FOREMAN  or  KNU'H 
"  STATIONARY  ENGINEER 
"Marine  Engineer 
Ship  Draftsman 
ARCHITECT 
□  Contractor  and  Enlldar 
"  Archil*  ctnrcl  Draltanan 
Concrete  Ilulldor 
Structural  Engineer 
I’LUMllINd  ANI>  HEATING 
Sheet  Metal  Worker 
Toxtlln  Orartaor  or  Supt. 
CHEMIST 


SALESMANSHIP  . 
ADVERTISING  O, 
Window  Trimmer 
Show  Card  Writer 
Sign  Painter 
Railroad  Trainman 
ILLUSTRATING 
J  Cartooning 
□BOOKKEEPER 
Stenographer  and  Tr»l»t 
Cert.  Pub.  Accountant 
TRAFFIC  MANAGER 
Railway  Accountant 
Commercial  Law 
GOOD  ENGLISH 
Teacher 

Common  Helical  Sabjoct* 

□  Mathematic* 

” CIVIL  SERVICE 
Hallway  Mali  Clerk 

automohii.b  oi-ekatinm 

J  Auto  Repairing 


□  Navigation 
J  AGRICULTURE  I 
J  Poultry  Halting  I 


Rpanlxk 
F i -nth 
Italian 


Name _ 

Pre»ent 

Occupation— 


Street 

and  Ma. 


—  —  j  v/va  t  am  a. 

ar?t  ’•ty  see  thru  cloth  or  wood.  See  bones  in  the 
body  makes  the  llesb  look  trsmeparent.  A  optical 
film  ion,  By  mail  10  cts.  three  for  25  c#3.  Postpaid 
Ardee  Co.  Box  Zlj  Stamford  Conn. 


BONDS 

BOUGHT 


ALL 

KINDS 


Liberty  Bonds.  Call  or  send  bonds  by  registered 
mail.  Booklet  Free.  Immediate  Cash.  Reference 
Commonwealth  Bank,  N.  Y.  0. 

PRESIDENT  INSTITUTE,  230  E.  69th  St..  N.  Y. 


Write  The  Words  For  A  Song.  We  revise  poems, 
i  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Submit 
poem*  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Btudios,  165  D  Fitzgerald 
Bldg.,  New  York. 


UEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 


-RAOIJSS 


rae-tr.QlQ  ft 

-  "-.a  apparently  - 
obIr< 


if  *  '» 


.  •  •  v  ‘ 


thr*  Clothes,  Wo 

Eton*,  any  oU><t.  Bee  Pone*  In  Plash 
trlek  r.evalty  Emm  with  each  X  Ray. 

U  Ift  CO.  13.  KEW  HATW.  COWL 

.  A  fan *.  a  WjhM 


’ourOwnl 

TMlj 

SAFETY  HAIR  CUTTER 


b  Koif  ?ao  ftfl  rat  foot 

,  y  im  ft  otrm  <r,m  InfMtfM.  ft./ & 

UfeffU,.  9t«/rt  ar  U/nte. 

I  bk y  Mftiif  f Hiyte«r  In  rjnmrimr 
*gr  m  r*  t*  <r  r '<f  Y  wart  rut  th* 
im Jm  •  pttf,  Ca*  ba  m  If) 
o  t.'-igk  Urabla  «f  ftaak, 

•  r  'ot\mo  Kavti  vm  «/nf  Aral 
'«•  -  o,4  ff «*#•  B4m4um  S«  nanti. 
YjtA.  %A  m.  ftfn.  OMK.AOS 


LITTLE  ADS 


MARRY  IF  LONELY.  FOR  SPEEDY  MARRIAGE*  t#F 

ray  club;  very  lurcrwtui .  brat.  Iumii  I*  <  won  try , 
cftaliUsi.nl  12  years.  Utouaanda  wealthy 


rlahln*  •  a/.y 


marriage ;  confidentially .  Uescrtpuona  (ih.  Old  JtrLab** 
club.  Mr*.  W rubai.  732  Madison,  Oakland.  CaL _ 


Write  to  Scott  &  Scott,  Inc.,  Advertising  Offices,  144  East  32nd  Street,  New  1  ork  City, 
or  29  East  Madison  Street,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AGENTS 

WE  START  YOU  FREE.  Sell  best  Laundry  Tablet. 

Washes  clothes  without  rubbing.  Sample  tree.  L. 
A.  Knight  t'o..  144  Market  St..  St.  Louis.  Mo.  


POWERINE  IS  EQUAL  TO  GASOLINE  AT  5  cts.  a 
gallon.  Salesmen  and  agents  wanted.  Exclusive  ter¬ 
ritory  granted.  Powerlne  is  guaranteed  to  be  harmless, 
to  remove  and  prevent  carbon,  doubling  the  life  of  all 
gasoline  motors,  saving  repairs,  adding  snap,  speed  and 
liower.  An  amount  equal  to  20  gallons  of  gasoline  will 
be  sent  to  any  address  In  the  L.  S.,  charges  prepaid, 
for  $1.  IV.  Porter  Barnes.  Dept.  10.  Santa  Rosa,  Cal. 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

MEET  YOUR  RESPONSIBILITY.  New  developments. 

Make  efficiency  count.  Our  wonder  working  Sales¬ 
manship  and  Efficiency  course  helped  25,000  last  year 
to  better  their  positions.  It  will  help  you.  Write 
to-day.  Knox  School  of  Salesmanship  and  Business 

Efficiency  Engineers  Illdg..  Cleveland.  O. _ 

IE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  investigation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  Westover  Bldg.,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 


ASTROLOGICAL 

YOUR  FUTURE  FORETOLD.  Send  dime,  age,  birth- 
date  for  trial  readings.  I  shall  please  you.  Dr. 
Christensen.  Box  732-SS,  Toledo.  Ohio. 


ASTROLOGICAL  READING  GIVEN  WITH  KEY  to 

health,  10  cts. ;  give  your  birth  date.  Worth  $1. 
Joseph  Devere.  AA123  Madison  St..  Chicago. _ _ 


AUTOMOBILES 

FORDS  START  EASY  IN  COLD  WEATHER  with 

o  v  new  1919  carburetors;  34  miles  per  gallon.  Use 
cheapest  gasoline  or  half  kerosene.  Increased  power. 
Styles  for  any  motor.  Very  slow  on  high.  Attach  it 
yourself.  Big  profits  to  agents.  Money-back  guarantee. 
30  days’  trial.  Air-Friction  Carburetor  Company,  172 
Madison.  Dayton.  Ohio.  _ _ 


MORE  POWER.  LESS  FUEL,  NO  CARBON.  No 

mystery,  plain  facts,  results  guaranteed.  Write  for 
booklet  SO.  No-Leak-0  Piston  Ring  Co..  Baltimore.  Md. 


BOOKS  AND  PERIODICALS 

THE  OOLOGIST  IS  THE  ONLY  PUBLICATION  in 

America  devoted  to  the  Interest  of  those  making  col¬ 
lections  of  eggs  of  North  American  birds.  Its  columns 
are  lllled  with  advertisements  from  parties  desiring  to 
exchange  such  specimens,  also  each  issue  contains  many 
Interesting  articles  and  notes  on  the  birds  that  the  Boy 
Scout  sees  in  his  tramps  and  camps  In  the  woods. 
Subscription  50  cts  per  year.  Sample  copy  free.  Ad¬ 
dress  Oologist.  Dept.  S3,  Lacon,  Ill.  


REAL  LIVE  BOOKS  FOR  REAL  LIVE  PEOPLE. 

Lists  free.  J.  S.  Sheridan,  417  E.  151st  St..  N.  Y. 


DO  YOU  WANT  TO  READ  THE  MOST  WONDERFUL 

secret  and  mysterious  books  ever  published?  No¬ 
where  else  In  America  can  these  daring  books  be  ob¬ 
tained.  Order  several  from  this  ad  before  they're  all 
sold  out.  How  to  Stay  Young,  300  pages,  $2.50;  Hin¬ 
doo  Philosophies  and  Religions  of  India,  written  by 
Yogi  Ramaeharaka,  $1.75;  Harmonial  Philosophy  (start¬ 
ling),  $3.00;  Personal  Magnetism,  $2.00;  Practical 
Psychometry,  59'-;  Health  and  Happiness  series,  $3.00; 
How  to  Get  What  You  Want,  79c;  Freemasonry  Ex¬ 
posed.  99c;  Freemasonry,  illustrated,  showing  si^ns, 
secrets,  lodgeroom.  etc.,  first  3  degrees,  $1.25;  First 
7  Degrees,  610  pages,  $1.75;  Master's  Carpet.  $1.25; 
Chapter  Masonry,  $1.25;  Scotch  Rite  Freemasonry.  2 
volumes,  1,038  pages,  4th  to  33rd  degrees.  $3.50;  Capt, 
Morgan's  Freemasonry.  59c;  Mystic  Shrine.  $1.10;  His¬ 
tory  Elks,  473  pages,  $3.25;  Odd  Fellows,  $1.35; 
Knight  Templars,  $1.10;  Knights  Pythias,  59c;  Modem 
Woodmen,  47c;  Red  Men,  46c;  Maccabees,  47c:  For¬ 
esters.  49c;  Rebekah  Ritual,  46c;  Knights  Orient,  37e; 
Exposition  Grange,  55c;  Knights  Columbus,  $1  25;  Hid¬ 
den  Treasures  of  the  Ancient  Quabalah,  $1.25;  Power 
of  Concentration,  $2.25;  Successful  Salesmanship,  $1.50 
Why  Men  Fall,  $1.50;  Noted  Prophecies  of  War,  $1.25: 
Psychlo  Phenomena.  $2.50:  Seership,  or.  Science  of 
Knowing  Future,  $3.00 ;  Spiritual  Life,  75e;  Clair 
voyance,  $3  20;  Bhayarad  Gita,  98c:  After  Death, 


Crvstal  of  Finest  Quality  (Hindoo).  $2.90;  Life  Be¬ 
yond  Death,  $145;  Spiritual  Science,  $2  00;  Prac¬ 
tical  Water  Cure  (Yogi),  $1.10;  Raja  Yoga.  $1.50; 

Gnami  Yoga.  $1.35;  Psychic  Healing,  $1.45;  Financial 
Success.  $1.55;  Psychic  Science  Made  Plain.  $2  00 
Spiritualism,  76e;  Memory  Training,  $2.00;  Occult 
Ism.  $135;  AsPal  World.  7fto;  Book  of  Ceremonial 

Magic,  $2.10;  Personal  Magnetism.  $2  00;  Reincarna¬ 
tion.  $1.50;  Beauty  Book.  41  95.  Order  direct  from 

this  ad.  Catalogues.  10c.  McCarthy’s  Big  Book  Em¬ 
porium,  1236  Arthur  Are  .  Chicago,  III. 


BUSINESS  OPPORTUNITIES 

$1  OOFS  IT.  RESULTS  COUNT.  Profit**  may  prove 
$200  or  mor*  monthly  Bank  rafTenres  furnished. 
We  Invite  thorough  Investigation.  Map«*  rrpom.  pa- 
tabllthed  farti  FHFE.  Artdreaa.  Sourinke  Texa*  Oil 
Co..  #17  He  Menll.  T/nuN  Mo 


LIBERTY  BONDS.  We  pay  full  cash  value.  Absolute 
reliability.  Send  registered  mail  to  Commercial  Fi¬ 
nance  Co.,  505  World  Bldg..  New  York  City. 


SI  DOES  IT.  GET  OUR  BANK  references.  We  invite 
a  thorough  investigation.  That's  all  we  ask.  RE¬ 
SULTS  COUNT.  $1  few  months  gets  Warranty  Deed 
to  land;  Interest  in  co-operative  well;  participation 
in  entire  sub-dIvUion  tamings.  May  pay  *200  or 
more  monthly.  Map*,  reports,  established  facta  r  RLE 
Address.  Sourlake.  Texas  Oil  Co..  Do  Menil,  St.  Louis.  Mo. 


GAIN  8  per  cent,  and  other  profits  by  small  invest- 

_  _ _  1  Umei  evn  rna/1  tfl 


ment;  pay  in  at  easy  convenience.  Start  on  road  to 
wealth.  Wonderful  opportunity.  Write  for  particulars. 
Prove  for  yourself.  Liberty  Hog  and  Sheep  Association, 


COINS  AND  STAMPS 

100  ALL  DIFF.,  incl.  Cuba,  Peru.  Egypt,  Greeee;  per¬ 
forated  gauge,  album.  Only  10  cts.  Offer  always  good. 

C.  M.  Gibbs,  S-8922  Juniper  St..  L03  Angeles.  Cal. 

PaY  good  for  coins.  Send  15c  for  reliable  book  show¬ 
ing  prices  paid.  Boessler,  East  Orange,  N.  J. 

STAMPS:  105  mixed,  incl.  China,  etc.,  2  cts.;  Album 
(500  pictures),  3  cts.  Bullard,  No.  20.  Sta.  A,  Boston. 

FREE.  8  difT.  Canada  War  Stamps  to  approval  appli¬ 
cants.  R.  F.  Robinsou,  Winnipeg,  Canada. 

STAMPS,  50  VARIETIES.  Transvaal,  Brazil,  Peru, 
Cuba,  Mexico,  etc.,  and  Album,  10  cts.  1.000  mixed, 
40  cts.  60  different  V.  S.  25  cts.  1,000  hinges,  10 
cts.  List  Free.  I  buy  stamps.  C.  Stegman,  5937 
Cote  Brihante.  Dept.  SS,  St.  Louis.  Mo. 

CORRESPONDENCE  TUITION 

STUDY  JOURNALISM.  28  Complete  Lessons  only  $1. 
Other  courses.  Write  Efficiency  Library.  New  Kg/pt,  N.  J. 

DETECTIVES  MAKE  BIG  MONEY!  Trave/  and  see 
the  country.  We  instruct  you  at  nominal  erst.  Either 
sex.  Write  for  free  booklet.  American  School  of  Crimiu- 
ology.  Dept.  M,  Detroit.  Mich. 

FOR  THE  HEALTH 

REDUCE  WEIGHT  HAPPILY.  If  you  are  too  fat, 
send  for  interesting  book  telling  the  best  way  to 
become  slender,  healthier  and  beautiful.  Sent  in  plain 
envelope.  Korein  Company,  NB-601,  Sta.  F,  New  York. 

TOBACCO  HEART.  If  smoking  is  afTectlng  your  heart 
or  if  it  is  weakening  your  eyes,  conquer  tobacco  habit 
now  and  avoid  early  death  or  blindness,  a  fate  that 
has  befallen  many  others.  Quit  without  drugs  and 
Improve  health  wonderfully.  MacLevy’s  method  Is  highly 
praised.  If  cured  you  pay  us  only  $1.  If  not  cured, 
costs  you  not  a  cent.  Write  for  It  to-day.  Albro 
gocie’  kA-601,  Station  F,  New  York, 

f,;  ,  E  AND  LIQUOR  habits  successfully  cured 

a.  e.  Send  stamp  for  booklet  of  information. 

Dr.  Quavie's  Sanitarium,  Madison,  Ohio. 

SCALP  DISORDERS.  Wonderfully  efficacious  Ivotalko; 
ofteu  cures  when  all  else  fails.  Proof  box,  post  paid,  10 
cts.  J.  II.  Brittain,  BA  601.  New  York  City. 

HELP  WANTED 

U.  3.  GOVERNMENT  wants  heln.  Men.  women.  18  or 
oyer.  War  preparations  compelling  thousands  appoint¬ 
ments.  $100  month.  Easy  clerical  work.  Short  hours. 
Vacations  with  piiv.  Common  education  sufficient.  Write 
Immediately  for  list  and  desc-<ntton  of  positions.  Frank¬ 
lin  Institute.  Dept.  P-103.  Rochester,  N.  Y. 

THOUSANDS  MEN-WOMEN.  18  or  over,  wanted  Im¬ 
mediately.  U.  S.  Government  war  positions.  $100 
month.  Easy  clerical  work.  Write  Immediately  for 
free  list  of  positions  open.  Franklin  Institute,  Dept. 

P  155.  Rori'es'er.  NT.  Y. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN.  too.  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  8nd  msil  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mail  ord“r  firms,  snare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wklv.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everythin^:  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co  Box  77.  Tilton.  N.  H. 

MUSICAL 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music 
and  guarantee  publisher’s  acceptance.  Submit  poems 
on  war,  lore  or  any  sub!ect.  Chester  Music  Company. 
x-3  So  De»rhorp  S»  .  Suite  249.  Chicago.  Illinois. 

MUSIC  COMPOSED  to  your  words  or  song  $2.00,  by 
mnv'oi  pT,-)Pr*v.  Rsnpr  Bros..  Oshkosh.  Wis. 


WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  compose 
music,  secure  cotirright  and  submit  copies  to  leading 
publishers.  Submit  pnpms  now — examination  free. 
P’-oedwov  Studios.  165  C  Fitzgerald  Bldg.,  New  York. 


SILVER  MINES  MAKING  MILLIONAIRES  through 
small  Investment*.  Address  Midwest  Inv.  Bureau 
(50  Boston  Block.  Minneapolis  Minn. 


PERSONAL 

YOUR  LIFF-8TO  RY  IN  THE  STARS.  Send  birth 
date  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  You’ll  be  delighted. 
Address  Janus  712  Fountain  Pines.  Kansas  City.  Mo. 


MARRY  RICH.  Hundrsds  anxious;  description  list 
free  Rstlsfaetlon  guaranteed.  Select  Club.  Dept. 
SS.  Emporia,  Kansas. 


GET  MARRIED.  B*»t  matrimonial  magaaln*  publUbbd. 
Mailed  free.  American  Distributor,  Blalnvlilt.  1* 


MARRY;  Many  Rich.  Particular*  for  (tamp.  Mr*. 
■  >iorri,on.  3053  W.  Holden,  Seattle,  Wash. 


WIDOW,  36.  worth  $37,000.  Income  $5,000  yearly,  and 
many  other*  anxloui  to  marry.  Mr*.  Warn.  221(Vfe 
Temple  St.  (SS),  I -os  Angeles,  CaL  _ _ 


PHOTOGRAPHY 

KODAK ERS.  How  would  you  like  to  obtain  a  9x11 
enlargement  of  your  best  negatives  free  ?  Drop  us  a 
card  now  asking  about  it  Film*  developed  10  ct*. 
per  roll.  Prints.  3.  4  and  5  cts.  each.  Ford's  Futo 
Studio.  Ellensbnrg.  Wash. 


BEST  DEVELOPING,  printing  In  country.  Send  3e 
for  circulars  or  20c  and  roll  for  sample  developing 
and  printing.  Quick  service.  Bare  bargains  iu  use  A 
cameras.  Miles  K.  Greenwood,  Melrose.  Mass. 


STAMMERING 

ST-STU-T-T-TERING  and  stammering  cured  at  boma. 

Instructive  booklet  free.  Walter  McDonnell,  15  Peto- 
mac  Bank  Building,  Washington,  D.  C. 


WANTED  TO  BUY 


WANTED  TO  BUY  typewriter*,  any  mak*.  Give  de¬ 
scription.  M.  M  Seide.  142  E.  32d  St.,  New  York. 


WANTED  AT  ALL  TIMES.  Red.  Cro*»,  Black  foxe*. 

Coon ;  also  pelt*  of  all  kinds.  1  will  pay  10  per 
cent,  more  than  any  one.  Write;  try  me.  R.  L.  Todd, 
Dept.  SS.  Milltown,  N.  B.,  Canada. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


BIG  MAIL.  Want  to  receive  if?  Send  only  6  ct*. 
stamps.  Aston!  jhfng,  A.  A  Henrv  Louecta.  Tex. 


WE  BUY  old  gold,  diamonds,  watches,  platinum,  silver, 
jewelry.  We  will  pay  up  to  $35  per  set  for  discarded 
false  teeth  (broken  or  noi).  Casli  sent  at  once — goods 
held  5  to  15 'days  and  returned  at  our  expense  if  offer 
Is  refused.  Certificate  granted  us  from  State  of  Wis¬ 
consin.  Absolutely  responsible,  liberal  and  reliable.  Ad¬ 
dress:  United  Slates  Smelting  Works,  Inc.,  401  Go.d- 
smlth  Bldg.,  Opp.  P.  ().,  Milwaukee.  Wls. 


BEAR  OIL  wanted,  genuine  only;  good  price.  State 
quantity  you  have  and  where  obtained.  J.  H.  Brit¬ 
tain.  150  East  32d  St.,  FD-2,  New  York. 


SELL  “PERSHING  IN  FRANCE.”  Great  war  picture. 

Big  patriotic  hit.  Make  $10  daily.  Regular  25  cents. 
Sample  only  10  cents,  prepaid.  Send  now.  Address: 
Publisher  School  News.  New  Egypt.  N.  J. 


WHEN  DO  FISH  BITE  BEST?  The  Old  Fisherman's 

Calendar  tells  when.  Go  on  the  right  days.  Make 
biggest  catches!  Send  25  cts.  to-day  to  O.  F.  Calendar, 
Box  946  H,  Sts..  Springfield.  Mass. 


YOU  CAN  MAKE  GOOD,  durable  paints  and  varnish 
15  cent*  gallon.  Write  for  details.  Emmelmann 
Bros.  Manufacturing  Co..  Dept.  J.  Indianapolis.  Ind. 


DEN  PICTURES.  Real  photos  from  life.  Fascinating 
Art  Models'  poses.  Sample  "Bathing  GDI”  and  cata- 
log,  10  cents.  Simpson  Co.,  Wheeling.  W.  Va. 


DEN  PICTURES.  “I’M -READY”  and  “ARTISTIA.” 

15  cts.  Both  25  cts.  You'll  be  mightily  pleased! 
Garvey,  Dept.  SS.  Randolph,  Mass. 


100  BEAUTIFUL  POSTCARDS  and  pictures  10c.  Tay¬ 
lor  Co.,  3820  Lincoln  Ave..  East  St.  Louis.  111. 


TWENTY  PRETTY  POSTCARDS  and  big  catalog  10c. 

Durso,  Pert.  39.  25  Mulberry  St..  N.  Y.  City. 


MYSTERIOUS  PENCIL.  Writes  message:  answers  your 

private  questions.  Brings  happiness.  Sample  free. 
Dr.  Martin.  411  West  Ferry.  Buffalo.  X.  Y. 


BOYS!  Build  Aviation  Type  Speedster.  Easy  to 

make  at  small  cost.  Speed  35  miles  per  hour. 
Send  quarter  for  plans.  Aerocar  Co..  Racine.  Wta. 


FUR  TANNING.  How  to  do  it.  Big  profit*.  Free 

Information.  W.  W.  Weaver  Reading  Mich. 


MAGIC  Catalog  with  500  illustrations  of  1.00#  trteks, 
escapes,  etc.,  postpaid.  14  cts.  Small  catalog.  2  cts. 
Hommann  Trick  Co..  470  Eighth  Ave..  New  York. 


CONVERT  your  bicycle  Into  a  motorcycle.  Write  for 
important  free  information.  Steffer  Mfg.  Co..  5025 
Brown  St..  Dept.  SS,  Philadelphia.  Pa. 

lATOOiNG  OUTFITS.  Electrical  and  hand.  Good 
money  in  this.  Illustrated  Catalog  for  stamp.  Prof. 
J.  H.  Temke.  517  Central.  O..  Cincinnati.  Ohio. 


“I'M  READY”  and  “MISS  FATIMA”  are  fascinating. 

bewitching  den  pictures.  Price  15  cts.  each;  both 
25  cts.  F,.  Sobchak  Bros..  Punning.  111. 


WHY  A  POST  CARD  EXCHANGE?  Collectors,  our 

proposition  is  free.  20  selected  views  10  ct*.  Mutual 
Supply  Co..  88  Davis  St..  Bradford.  Ta. 


100  BEAUTIFUL  POSTCARDS  AND  PICTURES  10c. 

Taylor  Co..  3820  Lincoln.  East  St.  Louis.  Ill. 


PHOTOPLAYS  WANTED.  Big  demand.  W#  buy.  sell. 

type  and  revise.  Details  free  Write  C.  W.  Harrison 
A  Co..  39  Primrose  Ave..  Hamilton.  Ontario. 


LADIES'  SILK  HOSIERY  (Seconds',  all  colors  and 
sires,  40  cts.  pair.  3  pairs  $1  Prepaid  Troeger 
Hose.  335  Broadway.  Dept.  SS.  New  Tork  City 


BOYS  AND  GIRLS  earn  a  lot  of  money  selling  * 
games  for  15  ct*.  Also  holiday  pkgi.  made  up  of 
65  novelties  for  15  ct*.,  or  both  lots  55  eta  J 
Hoenlg.  1193  Central  Ate.,  Dept  SS.  Baltimore  Md 


Become  Thin 

FREE  BOOK 


If  you  won lil  like  to  roilurp  10  to  60 
pound*  in  n  rational,  swfp,  pleasant  wav  by 


TOEi 


I 


PREMO  CAMERA 


■. _ _ .  _g6wi  \*o.  r  im  oaavnk 

Automatic  ahuttar  for  time  exposure  end 
8  apihota  Make*  beautiful  picture#.  Com¬ 
plete  inatrn  tloni  Faey  to  operate  Own  a 
Uenuine  rr**mo.  H  won't  cast  you 

one  cant.  th?«r>  camera*  KRIK 

for  vallinf  20  t»*  anirca  of  Bingo  PtrfljMd 
1-rning  wax  at  I'Ve  each 


nit  wa 
(Hprto<l$T 

Bingo  Co.  Dept.  899 


•ai 
Send  na 


Fn<y  to  tell 
anay. 

Blngh*raton,N.Y. 


GET  ON  THE 
VAUDEVILLE 


STAGE 


Hi  yon  h**wl  Faw  Inatipf  mtfnnka. 

artow  >-RfH'*-»ef»co  viwaoceaaarr  Fc 
menu*  aim ar*  wdttki  Opfatwlty  far  team 
cneoraa  my  aaa Uudi . 


Theatrical  agent* 


a  jgiiarantped  method  (pitdor^pd  by  nhTsl-  | 
rlan«)  send  for  friM*  hook.  "Itednce  \vriplit 


{•a  .  tTVMPiv-e 

itiuairatmd  book..  **  4ll  A  boat  1  *o4c»tlbs  *  F1ML 
fV^il  canta  poftara  an  4  a  la  to  njra  an  4  nxmatva. 

FREDERIC  LA D  E  LIE.  SU-  94.  JACKSON,  MIC  N 


Happily."  to  K»reln  Co..  NF-103.  station  F, 
Now  York.  N.  Y.  It  will  come  in  plain 
wrapper.  Likely  to  add  years  to  your  life 

and  brink  great  Joy. 


MOUSTACHE 


To  accelerate  the  growth  of  a  Moustache  use  KOTA!  kt). 

A  small  box  will  he  mailed  for  !tt  cent*  ■  iurt*  I  >  r  far 
$1.00.  Postpaid  In  plain  package  Kino  report*  from 

many  titers  Setul  easit  or  stamp*  to  Joha  Karl  Writ 

tain,  150  Kn»t  3  -M  SI.  (IK'-1#3|»  New  York.  >.  \* 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


-LATEST  ISSUES 
821  Young  Wild  West  and  "Crazy  Hawk 


or.  The  Redskin’s 


i  si'  Raid. 

821  Tonne  Wild  West  Chasing  the  Cowboys;  or.  Arietta  the 
Lariat  Queen.  .  _  .  _ 

824  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Treacherous  Trapper;  or.  Lost  In 

the  Great  North  Woods.  ,  ,  ^  .  .. 

825  Young  Wild  West's  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Kidnapers.  _  „  . 

828  Young  Wild  West’s  Silver  Scoop;  or,  Cleaning  Dp  a  Hundred 
Thousand. 

827  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Oregon  Outlaws;  or.  Arietta  as  a 

“Judge” 

828  Young  Wild  WeRt  and  "Mexican  Matt”;  or.  Routing  the 

Rawhide  Rangers.  „  ...... 

829  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Comanche  Queen;  or,  Arietta  As  An 

Archer. 

880  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Gold  Ring”;  or.  The  Flashy  Five 
of  Four  Flush.  . 

831  Young  Wild  W’est’s  Double  Rescue;  or.  Ariettas  Race  wltn 

832  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Rangers;  or,  Crooked  Work 

On  the  Rio  Grande.  ....  ™ 

833  Young  Wild  West’s  Branding  Bee;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cow 

834  Young^wil'd  West  and  His  Partner’s  Pile,  and  How  Arietta 

835  Young^Wlid  West  at  Diamond  Dip;  or,  Arietta’s  Secret  Foe 

836  Young  Wild  West’s  Buckhorn  Bowie,  and  How  Tt  Saved  His 

Partners. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher,  - 


837  Young  Wild  West  In  the  Haunted  Hills;  or,  Arietta  and  tt. 

Aztec  Arrow. 

838  Young  Wild  West’s  Cowboy  Dance;  or,  Arietta  Annoying 

Admirer.  ,  , 

839  Y’oung  Wild  West’s  Double  Shot;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie  a  Life 

Line.  _ 

840  Young  Wild  West  at  Gold  Gorge;  or.  Arietta  nad  the  Drop 

of  Death. 

841  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Gulf  Gang;  or.  Arletta’a  Three 

Shots. 

842  Young  Wild  West’s  Treasure  Trove;  or  The  Wonderful  Luck 

of  the  Girls. 

843  Young  Wild  West’s  Leap  In  the  Dark;  or,  Arietta  and  the 

Underground  Stream. 

844  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Silver  Queen:  or.  The  Fate  of  the 

Mystic  Ten. 

845  Young  Wild  West  Striking  It  Rich;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cave 

of  Gold. 

846  Young  Wild  West’s  Relay  Race;  or.  The  Fight  at  Fort 

Feather. 

847  Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Crooked”  Cowboys;  or.  Arietta 

and  the  Cattle  Stampede. 

848  Young  Wild  West  at  Sizzling  Fork;  or.  A  Hot  Time  with  the 

Claim  Jumpers.  % 


receipt  of  price.  6  cents,  per  copv  in  money  or  pe«tn«-<»  stamps,  by 

166  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  these  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  the  publishers  direct.  W  rite  out 
and  fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  with  the  pr'ce  of  the  weeklies  you  want,  and  the  weeklies  will  be  sent  to  you  by  return 

mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  ROOKS 

N*.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  OBACULCM  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
of  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
charms,  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  of 

CaNo*  *.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing 
full  Instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical 
illusions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magi¬ 
cians;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of 

this  book.  .  . 

No  8.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and 
wiles' of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window 
and  hat  flirtation,  it  contains  a  full  list  of 
the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No.  4.3  HOW  TO  DANCE  Is  the  title  of 
this  little  book.  It  contains  full  instructions 
In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  In  the  ball- 
room  aud  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
directions  for  calling  off  In  all  popular 
square  dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  com¬ 
plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 
giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  Interest¬ 
ing  things  not  generally  Known. 

No.  6  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 

— Giving  full  instruction  for  the  use  of 
dumbbells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  hori- 
sental  bars  and  various  other  methods  of 

teveloping  a  good,  healthy  muscle;  contain- 
ig  over  sixty  Illustrations. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  Illustrated  and  containing  full  in¬ 
structions  for  the  management  and  training 
of  the  canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  black¬ 
bird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  lntelli- 
gont  boy  reading  this  book  of  instructions 
e*a  master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount 
et  fun  for  himself  aud  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published. 

No  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self- 
defense  msde  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
tllnetratlons  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  position  of  n  good  boxer.  F.very  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  In¬ 
structive  books  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to 
box  without  an  Instructor 

No.  II  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LET¬ 
TERS. — A  most  complete  little  book,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
end  when  to  use  them  giving  specimen  let¬ 
ters  for  young  and  old. 

Ne.  1*.  now  TO  WRITE  TETTERS  TO 
LADI1CS.— Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
writing  letters  to  ladles  on  nil  subjects;  also 
letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

'  No.  IS  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR  ROOK  OF 
NTIQUETTF., — It  Is  s  grest  life  secret,  Rnd 
one  that  every  young  msn  desires  to  know 
gil  about.  There’s  happiness  In  It. 

Ear  sale  by  all  newsdealers  or  win  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy. 

FRANK  TOUSE1,  Publisher,  ...  .  .  .  .  .  » 


No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  com¬ 
plete  band-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
—One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  aud  female.  The  secret  is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVE¬ 
NING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions,  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide 
ever  published.  It  contains  full  instructions 
about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping 
and  fishing,  together  with  description  of 
game  and  fish. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Heller’s  second  sight  explained  by  his  for¬ 
mer  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining 
bow  the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  be¬ 
tween  the  magician  and  the  boy  on  the 
stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 
GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. 
— Containing  full  instructions  for  all  kinds 
of  gymnastic  sporta  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  Illustrations.  By  Pro¬ 
fessor  W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND 
BUILD  A  BOAT. — Fully  illustrated.  Full 
instructions  are  given  In  this  little  book,  to¬ 
gether  with  Instructions  on  swimming  and 
riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK 
OF  RECITATIONS. — Containing  the  most 
popular  selections  In  use.  comprising  Dutch 
dialect,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dla 
lect  pieces,  together  with  many  standard 
readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  — 
Everyone  is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happi¬ 
ness  or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can 
tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one 
and  be  convinced. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVEN¬ 
TOR. — Every  boy  should  know  how  inven¬ 
tions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all.  giving  examples  In  electricity,  hydraulics, 
magnetism,  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics, 
etc. 

No.  80  now  TO  COOK.— One  of  most 
Instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published. 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  fish, 
game,  and  oysters;  also  plea,  puddings 
cakes  and  all  klnda  of  pastry,  ana  a  grand 
collection  of  reel  pea. 


No,  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAK- 
ER.— Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giv¬ 
ing  the  different  positions  requisite  to  be¬ 
come  a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist. 
Also  containing  gems  from  all  the  popular 
authors  of  prose  uud  poetry. 

No;  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
of  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A 
complete  book.  Full  of  practical  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  35.  HOW’  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  com¬ 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  ths 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS, 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  TOUR  OWN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing 
useful  and  practical  information  in  the  treat¬ 
ment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  com¬ 
mon  to  every  family.  Abounding  In  u*efu? 
aud  effective  recipes  for 'general  complaints 

No.  39  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  FOUL. 
TRY’,  PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS.— A  useful 
and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  Illustrat¬ 
ed. 

No.  40.  ITOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET 

TRAPS. — Including  hints  on  how  to  catch 
moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and 
birds.  Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously 
illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  HOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  ENT> 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great 
variety  of  the  latest  Jokes  used  by  the  most 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  1* 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOTS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER.— Containing  a  varied  as¬ 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  Jokes.  Just  the 
thing  for  home  amusement  and  amateur 
shows. 

No.  43  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 

— Containing  the  grandest  assortment  of 
magical  Illusions  ever  placed  before  tbe 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations, 
etc. 

No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  AN  AL¬ 
BUM. — A  grand  collection  of  Album  Verse* 
suitable  for  any  time  and  occasion,  embrac¬ 
ing  Lines  of  Love.  Affection,  Sentiment,  Hu¬ 
mor,  Respect,  and  Condolence,  alee  Vereee 
Suitable  for  Valentine*  and  Wed, Hags 

No.  45.  THE  BOVS  OF  NEW  YORK  MIN¬ 
STREL  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  BOOK  -Seme 
thing  new  and  very  Instructive  Every  bo 
•hould  obtain  this  hook,  aa  It  contains  felt 
instruction*  for  orffantalBg  ta  aaiattut  uni* 

■  tral  trouno 

or  3  for  35c..  In  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

*  •  168  West  23d  St,  New  Wri 


